JOHN  CARTER  BROWN 
LI  BRARY 


Purchased  from  the 
Trust  Fund  of 
Lathrop  Colgate  Harper 

LITT.  D. 


4 


.1 


J 


\ 


I 

I 

1 

f 
1 


i 

■ 


•  0 


1 


POEMS 

O  N 

v 

SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


By  MYLES  COOPER,  M.  A. 

OF  QUEEN’s  COLLEGE,  OXFORD. 


SPES  EST  ANIMI  NOSTRA  TIMORE  MINOR. 

OVID. 


OXFORD, 

PRINTED  BY  W.  JACKSON. 


M.  DCC.  LXI. 


( 


PREFACE. 


IT  is  an  old  faying,  that  misfortunes  feldom 
come  fugle.  Whether  this  obiervation  is  true 
in  general,  the  writer  of  the  following  (beets 
cannot  take  upon  him  to  determine  i  One  thing 
he  is  convinced  of  by  woful  experience,  that  in 
the  prefent  cafe  he  has  had  a  multiplicity  of  evils 
to  encounter:  Not  all  of  them  indeed  at  the 


fame  inftant  of  time,  though  in  a  very  clofe  fuc- 
ceffion;  fo  that  his  hands  were  fcarce  clear  of 
one,  before  he  was  attacked  by  another.  Hardly 
had  an  irrefiftible  itch  of  verfifying  left  him  his 
own  mafter,  ere  an  unaccountable  denie  ieized 
him,  of  appearing  in  the  capacity  of  an  author. 
Accordingly,  not  being  able  to  withftand  the  mo¬ 
tion,  he  begun  with  all  afiiduity  to  collect  and 
revife  the  fcattered  and  carelefs  pieces,  which 
had  been  his  juvenile  amulements.  This  itlelf 
was  a  talk  of  no  fmall  difficulty,  and  arter  all 
could  not  be  perfectly  executed.  But  when 
had  got  together  as  many  of  thofe  little  en 


he  was  able,  the  moft  critical  point  wi¬ 
led:  from  the  heap  fuch  as  feeme 
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iv  PREFACE. 

acceptance  of  the  public.  Here  he  is  afraid  the 
undertaking  was  fuperiour  to  his  abilities.  But 
he  is  fenfible  that  it  is  now  too  late  to  complain : 
The  die  is  call,  and  he  mud  abide  by  the  fentence 
to  be  pronounced  upon  the  collection  as  it  now 
makes  its  appearance ;  and  he  hopes  that  his 
judges  will  be  merciful :  For  as  there  are  no 
more  copies  printed,  than  what  his  friends  have 
fubfcribed  for,  they  feem  the  only  perfons  quali¬ 
fied  either  to  commend  or  cenfure, 

(  ~  i 

But  he  has  already  deviated  from  his  original 
purpofe ;  which  was  to  recount  the  hardfhips  he 
has  undergone  in  the  courfe  of  this  publication. 
Some  he  has  mentioned ;  and  that  he  may  not 
weary  the  reader’s  patience,  he  will  omit  a  multi¬ 
tude,  and  haften  to  the  laft  in  the  difmal  cata¬ 
logue.  ’Twas  this ;  when  he  had  got  all  his 
poetical  children  (which  truly  were  pretty  nu¬ 
merous)  decently  habited,  and,  as  he  thought, 
qualified  to  make  a  tolerable  appearance;  and 
had  felicitated  himfelf  in  having  lb  notably  dif- 
charged  his  duty  towards  his  beloved  offspring  :  — 
Behold  !  he  is  informed  by  a  gentleman  wrell 
(killed  in  affairs  of  this  nature,  that  they  are  no 

more  fit  to  make  their  wav  in  life,  without 
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hobby,  when  he  fir  ft  gets  on  horfeback,  is  capable 
of  keeping  his  feat,  without  the  affiftance  of  the 
groom,  and  the  directions  of  his  grandmother. 

This  ftriking  obfervation  immediately  ftiewed 
him  the  neceffity  of  an  introduction  ;  and  obliged 
•  him  once  more  to  refume  his  pen,  after  he  had 
given  it,  as  he  imagined,  a  final  difmifiion.  And 
now  is  he  confidering  what  will  be  the  confe- 
quence  of  this  unexpected  and  unintended  bufinefs. 
The  profpeCt  is  clouded ;  the  dilemma  is  deplo¬ 
rable.  Should  he  fuffer  the  volume  to  go  into 
the  world  without  any  apology  (for  he  fancies 
that  is  meant  by  a  preface)  for  introducing  itfelf 
into  fo  much  ftrange  company,  he  is  fenfible  how 
greatly  he  fhould  be  accuied  of  fo  notorious  an 
offence  againft  good  manners :  and  if  he  fhould 
attempt  to  be  polite,  and  not  acquit  himfelf 
pretty  handfomely,  he  muft  lay  open  his  aukward- 
nefs  to  an  additional  cenfure ;  as  not  only  the 
objeCt  of  his  apology,  but  the  apology  itfelf,  will 
be  expoled  to  ridicule.  Thus  is  he  completely 
furrounded  with  "  impending  dangers  ;  and  the 
more  he  reflects  upon  his  critical  fltuation,  his 
difficulties  appear  the  more  alarming  :  In  fhort, 
he  is  circumftanced  much  like  a  hare  caught  in  a 
wire*  which,  by  ftruggling  to  get  loofe,  only 
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vi  PREFACE. 

draws  the  noofe  about  her  neck  fo  much  the 
tighter.  Self-prefervation  therefore  obliges  him 
to  make  a  virtue  of  neceflity,  while  he  endea¬ 
vours  (without  any  attempt  to  flip  his  neck  out 
of  the  halter)  to  give  the  belt  excufe  in  his  power, 
for  the  rude  appearance  of  the  following  trifles ; 
and  to  entreat  the  public’s  indulgence  for  the 
lightnefs  of  fome  of  them,  and  the  inaccuracy 
of  others. 

The  flrftof  thefe  faults  (as  he  believes  nothing 
will  be  found  profane  or  immoral)  may  perhaps 
be  excufed,  at  leaf!  by  the  younger  part  of  his 
readers,  from  the  coniideration  of  years :  for  he 
can  with  truth  aver,  that  the  following  pages 
were  not  only  written,  but  almofl:  all  printed 
off,  before  he  faw  the  age  of  twenty-four :  and 
how  long  before  that  time,  many  of  the  pieces 
mufl  neceflarily  have  been  begun,  it  will  be  eafy 
to  imagine.  This,  he  fliould  hope,  would  have 
fome  weight  alfo  with  thofe,  who  have  had  longer 
experience,  and  greater  opportunities  of  forming 
their  tafte,  and  correding  their  judgment :  for  he 
doubts  not  but  all  of  them,  who  have  dealt  in 
compolition  (and  perhaps  there  are  few  that  do 
not  fome  time  or  other  make  the  experiment) 
will  find  upon  refled  ion,  how  ill-qualified  they 

were 
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were,  in  their  younger  attempts,  to  write  any 
thing  equal  to  their  more  mature  productions,  ei¬ 
ther  in  ftrength  of  thought,  correCtnefs  of  Ryle, 
or  elegance  oi  exprefiion.  iNct  that  he  would 
have  the  world  imagine  that  he  looks  upon  every 
one  of  thefe  eflays  as  defective  in  all  thofe  mate¬ 
rial  points  ;  —  he  is  thoroughly  perfuaded  of  the 
contrary  :  and  fo  far  is  he  from  making  the  charge 
univerfal,  that  he  thinks  fome  of  them  are  almoft 
irreprehenfible.  But  whence  you  will  fay,  pro¬ 
ceeds  this  confidence,  after  he  has  juft  been  ex¬ 
prefling  himfelf  with  lo  much  humility  ?  Tne 
cafe  is  this  :  Such  of  the  following  compofitions 
as  he  thinks  are  able  to  ftand  the  teft  of  criticifm, 
are  (what  he  thus  acknowledges)  not  his  own, 
but  the  production  chiefly  of  two  ot  his  ingenious 
friends.  Their  contributions  are  indeed  but  few  j 
he  withes,  for  the  lake  of  his  readers,  that  they 
had  been  more  numerous.  Who  thofe  gentlemen 
are,  he  is  not  at  liberty  to  mention.  However,  he 
is  well  fatisfied  that  the  fuperiority  of  tneir  per¬ 
formances  will  be  eafily  diftinguilhed. 

But  this  is  not  the  only  confeffion  he  has  to 
make,  now  he  is  in  a  communicative  humour. 
He  likewife  owns,  that  feveral  of  the  fmaller 

pieces,  particularly  fome  of  the  epigrams,  in  the 
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cnfuing  mifeellany,  are  taken  from  hints  which  he 
accidentally  met  with  in  reading  or  converiation ; 
fo  that  their  drefs  is  the  only  thing  for  which  they 
are  beholden  to  him :  and  if  in  this  cale  he  has 
.ided  the  part  of  a  pretty  good  taylor,  it  is  as  much- 
as  can  be  expected.  But  there  is  one  piece  of  a 
mucn  greater  length  than  the  generality,  the  princi¬ 
pal  ideas  in  which  are  alfo  colleded  from  another 
peifons  labours;  viz.  a  Pafloral,  chiefly  verlified 
from  a  profe  compofition  in  one  of  the  periodical 
performances.  As  for  the  fragments  at  the  end 
of  the  volume,  an  account  of  them  is  given  in 
their  proper  preface,  fo  that  to  fay  any  thing  here 
concerning  them,  would  be  fuperfluous.  Only  it 
may  be  obferved,  that  they  were  not  primarily  de- 
figned  to  make  any  part  of  this  colledion.  But 
he  dares  fay,  that  his  readers  will  think  themfelves 
happy  in  having  them  fubftituted  in  the  room  of 
original  compolitions. 

Whether  there  is  any  thing  befide  what  he 
has  mentioned,  that  calls  for  an  acknowledgment 
of  plagiarifm,  he  does  not  at  this  time  recoiled: ; 
fhould  aught  hereafter  be  produced  againfl:  him, 
he  hereby  informs  his  accufers,  that  the  conceal¬ 
ment  was  involuntary;  and  as  fuch  he  hopes  it  will 
not  be  thought  a  proper  objed  of  refentment. 

He 
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He  has  only  one  apology  more  to  trouble  the 
world  with,  and  then  he  Hands  or  falls  by  the 
fentence  of  the  public.  The  manner  in  which 
fome  words  are  fpelt,  may  to  many  people  teem 
fomewhat  extraordinary ;  viz.  Powre,  Bowre, 

' Powre ,  &c.  inftead  of  Power,  Bower,  Power, 
&c.  which  method  he  has  endeavoured  to  obferve 
(as  far  he  was  able)  when  they  are  intended  only 
to  make  one  lyllable.  This  method  was  com¬ 
monly  ufed  by  our  ancestors ;  and  he  cannot  fee 
any  reafon  for  its  being  lince  negleded  •,  for  he 
thinks  the  E  at  the  end  of  words  of  this  kind, 
looks  much  better  than  an  apoftrophe  to  fupply 
its  place  in  the  middle,  as  has  lately  been  the 
cafe  in  the  forementioned  inftances,  viz,  Poiv’r 
for  Power,  &c.  by  which  the  eye  is  miferably 
hurt,  and  the  language  exceedingly  mangled.  He 
fhould  not  indeed  have  been  fo  daring  as  to  at¬ 
tempt  a  thing  of  this  nature,  without  authority 
tor  fo  doing  j  but  fince  he  has  the  pra&ice  of 
former  times  to  keep  him  in  countenance  (and  he 
really  imagines  that  our  fore-fathers  were  full  as 
wife  as  their  pofterity)  he  hopes  the  attempt  to 
revive  an  old  cuftom,  if  not  approved  of,  will  at 
leaf!  be  pardoned. 
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XJnder  the  Letter  C  in  the  foregoing  Lift,  was 
omitted 

The  Rev.  Alexander  Cromleholme,  M,  A.  Queen’s 
College,  Oxford. 

If  any  other  names  which  the  Author  has  re¬ 
ceived  have  been  accidentally  overlooked  or  mil- 
taken,  ’tis  hoped  that  the  error  will  be  pardoned. 
And  as  he  has  deferred  the  publication  of  the 
volume  a  confiderable  time,  folely  on  the  account 
of  printing  fome  fubferibers  names,  which  have 
not  yet  been  fent  in,  he  hopes  to  be  excufed  for 
not  waiting  any  longer  ;  efpecially  as  he  is  fenfible 
that  the  appearance  of  the  book  has  been  for 
fonae  time  expected. 
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I 

A  N 

ODE 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE 

SUCCESS  OF  ADMIRAL  BOSCAWEN. 

I. 

Fl  R  O  M  Attic  towers  when  lengthening  fhades 
defcend. 

And  Phoebus  finks  with  milder  beams  array’d ; 
Unmindful  of  the  miftrefs,  or  the  friend. 

O’er  Ifis’  banks  with  carelefs  Hep  I  ftray’d. 

II. 

When  ftrait  appear’d  before  my  wondering  Eyes 

A  nymph  majeftic  and  divinely  fair, 

Who  feem’d,  tho’  youthful,  venerably  wife. 

And  with  fedatenefs  wore  a  chearful  air. 

B  2 
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III.  Slow 
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MISCELLANIES. 


III. 

Slow  I  advanc’d,  and  trembling  wou’d  have  fpoke. 
But  foon  the  lovely  form  difpell’d  my  fear. 

As  from  her  lips  thefe  flowing  accents  broke. 

And  pour’d  harmonious  on  my  raptur’d  ear. 

I 

IV. 

“  My  Son,  (for  I  am  parent  of  this  ftream) 

Is  every  fpark  of  fire  poetic  dead  ? 

To  what  far  country  is  the  thirfl:  of  fame, 

To  what  bleak  region  are  the  mufes  fled? 

V. 

How  oft  with  mute  attention  have  I  heard, 

Breath’d  on  my  banks,  the  lover’s  plaintive  long; 

While  charm’d  alike  each  liftening  fpray  appear’d, 
And  fcarce  my  waves  unwilling  roll’d  along. 

VI. 

I  Iere  too  have  lofty  deeds  in  martial  flrains 

Rous’d  all  my  foul,  while  heroes  leem’d  to  lead 

Their  hoftile  troops  along  th’  inamell’d  plains, 

And  join  fierce  conflidt  on  my  flowery  mead. 

VII.  Ev’n 


VII. 


Ev’n  now,  obedient  to  fair  fancy’s  call, 

I 

The  godlike  ranks  of  warriors  old  appear. 
Determin’d  each,  to  conquer,  or  to  fall, 

An  honour’d  life,  or  glorious  death,  to  fhare. 

VIII. 

In  phalanx  firm  they  rufh  upon  the  foe. 

And  wild  uproar,  and  horrid  rout  fucceeds  > 
While  at  fome  fatal  fhot,  or  defperate  blow, 

I 

Perhaps  a  Caefar,  or  a  Brunfwick  bleeds. 

IX. 

Difcordant  concert  of  promifcuous  war, 

Extorted  fhrieks  and  dying  groans  arife ; 

9 

And  joining  harfh,  the  grating  trumpet’s  jar. 

And  cannons’  loud  explofions  rend  the  Ikies. 

X. 

Here,  by  my  Addifon’s  immortal  pen, 

Unfading  laurels  Blenheim’s  Hero  gains ; 

Here  Marlbro’  fights  his  battles  o’er  again. 

And  wins  new  trophies  on  unfullied  plains. 

B  3  XI.  Such 
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miscellanies, 

XI. 

Such  fcenes  have  oft  my  panting  bofom  fir’d. 
When  all  my  Tons  with  emulation  ftrove 
To  raife  my  fame,  whom  martial  heat  infpir’d. 
Whom  martial  heat  infpir’d,  or  tender  love. 


XII. 


Such  fcenes  . . .  but  hafte,  the  pleafing  talk  renew. 
For  fmall  delight  the  long  remembrance  brings : 
Draw  forth  again  the  legions  to  my  view. 

And  raife  thy  voice  to  heroes  and  to  kings. 

XIII. 

Again  defcribe  the  firm  uplifted  lance, 

And  fpear  tremendous  blazing  from  afar ; 
Defcribe  the  vaunting  fons  of  faithlels  France, 

And  Britons  dreadful  as  the  God  of  War. 

XIV. 


See,  with  what  force  the  ponderous  blade  defeends, 
Deftruftion  lure,  on  each  devoted  head ; 

While  low  beneath,  its  weight  the  vidtiin  bends, 

And  breathlefs  falls  among  th’  unnumber’d  dead. 


XV.  Hark ! 
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XV. 

Hark !  the  lioarfe  guns  in  thundering  vollies  found, 

v  I 

Dire  engines,  form’d  for  havock  and  for  death  ! 

See,  how  they  hurl  fad  defolation  iound, 

And  fweep  whole  ranks,  whole  fquadrons,  at  a 

breath ! 

XVI. 

Nor  lefs,  proud  Gallia,  where  thy  navies  play, 
Britannia  thunders  o’er  the  fubjedl  wave  ; 

Nor  tears,  nor  prayers,  nor  vows,  avail  to  ft  ay 
Thy  vanquifh’d  thoufands  from  an  early  grave. 

XVII. 

The  giant  veflel’s  knotty  oak-ribb  d  fide, 

Th’  unequal  wrar  unable  to  fuitain. 

Gaping  in  horrid  chafms,  admits  tne  tide, 

And  found’ring  plunges  in  the  op  ning  main. 

XVIII. 

And  mark,  at  length,  their  broken  fad  remains, 

(For  future  wrath  referv’d,  a  flatter  d  few') 
Confus’dly  flying  o’er  the  watery  plains, 

While  Britain’s  flaughter-dealing  fons  purfue. 

B  4  XIX.  ’Wake 
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XIX. 

’Wake  then,  O,  ’wake  to  glory,  ’wake  to  fame, 
Nor  fighing  fay  fuch  fplendid  fcenes  are  pad : 
The  verfe  that  flows  with  great  Bosca wen’s  name. 
With  time  itfelf,  and  his  renown,  {hall  lad. 

XX. 

Of  ancient  valour  fled  no  more  complain. 

Of  Worthies  fall’n  each  gloomy  thought  dilpell; 
F or  fay,  fince  Britifli  Heroes  rul’d  the  main, 

As  well  who  counfell’d,  or  who  fought  as  well  ? 

XXI. 

Tell  then  my  fons  to  fmite  the  founding  Jyre, 

To  brave  Boscawen  tune  their  nobled  lays; 

Ilis  deeds  {hall  every  manly  bread;  infpire, 

Each  infant  tongue  {hall  lifp  the  hero’s  praile. 


XXII. 

Quick  {peed  thy  way,  th  important  meflage  bear, 
My  orders  bid  each  willing  bard  perform; 

Bid  them  like  fate  proclaim  in  Gallia’s  ear. 

He  wields  the  thunder,  and  diredls  the  dorm.” 

The 
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The  FINISHED  FAIR. 

A  TALE. 

To  a  Lady  on  the  Birth-day  of  her  Daughter. 

JOVE,  wanton  grown,  refolv’d  of  late, 

A  mortal  virgin  to  create. 

Adorn’d  with  every  winning  Grace, 

And  every  charm  of  Soul  and  Face, 

To  keep  his  heav’nly  beauties  under. 

And  fill  the  world  below  with  wonder. 

The  vaft  conception,  ’tis  confeft. 

Was  worthy  Jove’s  capacious  breaft ; 

Who,  ftrait  to  put  in  execution 
The  great,  the  godlike  refolution ; 

Left  leifure  fhould  conduce  to  change. 

Or  pleafure  tempt  his  thoughts  to  range ; 
Determin’d,  ere  he  had  forgot. 

To  ftrike  the  iron  while  ’twas  hot. 

And  thus  of  gods  and  men  the  Sire, 

Addreft  his  Son,  and  eke  his  Squire. 


cc  Hafte 
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Hafte,  Hermes,  ha  lie,  the  heav’nly  powers 
Call  from  their  empyreal  towers. 

Bid  each,  as  lightning  quick,  refort, 

Tis  Jove  commands  ’em,  to  our  Court.” 
The  nimble  meffenger  obey’d. 

Nor  long  his  rapid  flight  delay’d ; 

But  bade  their  Highncfles  remove. 

And  wait  the  high  behefl:  of  Jove. 

Attend  they  inftant  (for  a  God 
Is  never  1  ong  upon  the  road ; 

But  whips  ye  fifty  thoufand  miles. 

O’er  hedges,  ditches,  gates,  and  ililes. 

Sooner,  than  You  or  I,  by  far. 

Could  go  from  Paul’s  to  Temple-bar,) 

And  with  a  cringe  polite  and  low. 

Defire  fubmiffively  to  know. 

How  they  their  ready  zeal  may  prove, 

To  ferve  their  fovereign  father  Jove. 

He  heard,  well-pleas’d;  but  twas  too  late. 
To  give  their  Worfhips  time  to  prate: 

Their  noifo  he  therefore  foon  fuppreft. 

And  thus  th’  aflembled  powres  addreft. 


«  Tis 


MISCELLANIES.  it 
“  Tis  now  that  firft  Cleora  knows 
Sharp  Child-birth’s  agonizing  throes: 

The  faireft  She  of  all  the  fair, 

That'  breathe  on  earth  the  vital  air : 

‘i  I 

Approv’d  in  every  fcene  of  life. 

The  tender  maid,  the  faithful  wife; 

Of  every  namelefs  art  pofleft, 

To  warm  a  generous  hufband’s  bread: ; 

And  make,  as  Time  fhall  deal  away, 

The  length  of  years  a  nuptial  day. 

Lucina,  lend  thy  fuppliant  aid, 

And  bring  to  light  a  lovely  maid, 

Confefs’d  alone  of  equal  worth 
To  her  the  nymph  who  gives  her  birth : 

Fit  branch  to  fpring  from  fuch  a  root ; 

Sweet  bloom  portending  fweeter  fruit ! 

And  you,  who  make  Mankind  your  care, 

Adorn  with  every  grace  the  fair, 

Whofe  charms  refplendent  as  the  day, 

Yet  mild  as  morning’s  dawning  ray. 

When  firft  it  gilds  the  dewy  plains, 

Shall  hold  a  captive  world  in  chains. 


But 
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But  chiefly  {hall  Britannia  fmile ; 

(  Britannia,  beauty-bearing  ifle  !  ) 

And  they,  whom  proudeft  kings  obey, 
Shall  ibon  confefs  her  fov ’reign  fway  : 

The  gicat,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave. 
Each  free-born  Ion  a  willing  Slave.” 

The  Thunderer  faid ;  and  bade  difpenfe. 
Each  Powre,  his  chiefeft  excellence. 

And,  find  in  rank,  his  Gracious  Queen 
Indovv’d  her  with  majeftic  mein. 
Minerva’s  noble  fkill  refin’d 
The  inward  features  of  her  mind : 

That  fo  ’twere  doubtful  to  be  faid. 

If  Juno  better  had  difplay’d, 

On  Delia’s  outward  form,  her  art  j 
Or  Pallas  on  the  Head  and  Heart. 

The  youthful  God  who  gives  the  day. 
And  modulates  the  melting  lay, 

With  all  his  glow  her  bofom  fir’d. 

With  all  his  melody  inlpir’d. 

]Tis  hence  each  look  was  taught  to  charm  ■, 
Her  frown  to  freeze,  her  fmile  to  warm. 


miscellanies. 

’Tis  hence  ftie  ftrikes  the  trembling  firings 
And  Angels  liften  while  fhe  fings. 

Venus  unwillingly  bellows 
The  bloom,  and  fragrance,  of  the  rofe  ; 

( Unwillingly,  as  fearing  one 
By  whom  herfelf  would  be  undone,) 

The  fnowy  Neck,  the  flowing  hair. 

The  crimfon  cheek,  divinely  fair; 

The  fparkling  eye,  the  heaving  breaft ;  — 
Till  all  the  Goddefs  fhone  confeft. 

Next  Cupid  lent  his  piercing  Darts, 
Deftrudtive  found  to  human  hearts : 

His  piercing  darts,  and  dreadful  bow, 
Above  tremendous,  as  below : 

And  gave  her,  with  unerring  fkill. 

To  wound  or  cure,  to  fave  or  kill. 

Her  chaftity  the  Huntrefs-Dame 
Bellow’d,  and  ever-fpotlcfs  fame. 

And  all  the  Reft,  of  meaner  fame, 
Whom  half  a  day  were  fhort  to  name, 
Employ’d  their  fkill,  in  proper  place, 

To  deck  her  Mind,  or  form  her  face. 


H  MISCELLANIES. 

Till  every  perfedl  charm  was  granted. 

That  Gods  poflefs’d,  or  Mortals  wanted  : 
Each  inward  charm,  each  outward  grace. 
Without  the  flaws  of  human  race  : 

Nay,  with  fubmiflion  to  their  Honours, 
Without  the  foibles  of  the  donors  > 

Who  now  with  envious  eyes  beheld 
Themfelves  in  every  fhape  excell’d; 

And,  wondering,  view’d  the  finifh’d  frame. 
Afraid  to  praife,  afham’d  to  blame. 

All  wifh’d  to  take  their  gifts  again ; 

All  wiflfd,  but  wifh’d  alas!  in  vain: 

The  deed  was  done,  the  die  was  caff; 

And  Fate  had  fix’d  the  fentence  faff. 

The  Fair  was  form’d;  —  and  mighty  Jove, 
Who  rules  the  fpacious  realms  above, 

Whofe  empire  farthefl:  lands  obey. 

From  where  the  fun  begins  the  day. 

To  where  he  ends  his  glowing  reign. 

And  finks  within  the  wefiern  main ; 

Refign’d  his  fceptre,  and  his  powre. 

And  bade  the  fubjed  world  adore. 
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THE 

PLEASURES  of  CHANGE. 

Nil  jucundum  eft ,  nift  quod  reficit  varietas. 

EPIGRAM. 

I’LL  live  no  more  ftngle,  but  get  me  a  wife , 

For  change ,  cries  poor  Ned,  is  the  comfort  of  life. 
A  wife  then  he  got ;  and  no  mortal  could  be. 

For  a  month  after  marriage ,  more  happy  than  he. 
But  when  children,  and  fqualling ,  began  to  increafe. 
And  a  loud-fcolding  doxy  molefted  his  peace ; 

I  wifh  in  my  heart  I  was  quit  of  my  wife. 

For  change,  cries  poor  Ned,  is  the  comfort  of  life. 


The 
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« 


The  CONFLICT. 


A  SONG. 


I. 

^HLOE,  ever-beauteous  charmer, 
Bleft  with  each  attractive  grace. 
Who  fuch  innocence  could  harm,  or 
Who  withftand  that  angel  Face! 

II. 

Such  a  war  thy  prefence  raifes, 

’Twixt  our  Paflions  and  our  Duty, 
Each  attracted  different  ways  is. 

This  by  Virtue,  Thofe  by  Beauty. 

III. 

To  undo  thee  urg’d  by  paffion. 

Duty  calls  aloud,  “  forbear;” 

Shall  we  yield  to  Inclination, 

Can  we  injure  one  fo  Fair? 


IV.  Virtue 


I 
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IV. 

Virtue  triumphs  paffion  over} 

Fair  thy  fame,  as  fair  thy  charms } 

Blefs,  O  blefs  fome  happier  lover. 

And  with  Honour  fill  his  Arms, 


The  PETITION. 

To  Apollo. 

I 

IF  e’er  a  begging  poet  can  be  heard. 

If  e’er  his  prayre  fuccefsfully  preferr’d* 

Dan  Phoebus,  own  a  brother  of  the  quill> 

And  fave  thy  fuppliant  from  this  greatefi:  ill } 

A  wife ,  than  he ,  of  talents  more  refill  d ; 

Too  young,  too  fair,  too  virtuous,  or  —  too  kind, 


i 


V 
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The  MISTAKE. 

To  Mifs - . 

% 

I. 

/ANE  morning  as  I  chanc’d  to  rove, 

Ere  Sol  had  gilt  the  mountain’s  head, 

I  met  my  Fair  in  yonder  grove, 

And  thus,  for  Phoebus,  hail’d  the  Maid. 

II. 

All-hail,  thou  great  enlivening  powre, 

Whofe  influence  farthefl  empires  own ; 

Whom  mortals  nature-taught  adore. 

And  humbly  bow  before  thy  Throne ! 

III. 

All-hail,  I  cry’d  j  nor  could  proceed  ; 

The  Sun  appearing  prov’d  my  folly; 

But  own’d  my  words  to  her  agreed, 

Proud  to  be  thought  as  bright  as  Molly. 

% 

EPIGRAM. 
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EPIGRAM. 


AWLETTA’s  bleft  with  each  external  grace, 

■  V 

That  e’er  adorn’d  the  fair. 

With  all  the  Paphian  Goddefs  in  her  face. 

All  Juno  in  her  air  : 

\ 

She’s  fair,  majcftic,  nobly-born,  and  young. 

As  Crcefus  rich  j  but  then,  fhe  has  —  a  tongue.' 


An  ODE  on  the  Death  of  His  Royal  Highnefs 

v 

FREDERICK  Prince  of  WALES. 

Written  at  Oxford.- 

\ 

I. 

XT  ERE  in  this  deep-embow’ring  grove. 

Still  feat  of  woe  and  black  defpair ! 

Let  me  awhile  the  bufy  world  remove, 

And  penfive  weep  mine  own  and  Britain’s  care. 

C  2 


II.  But 


I 
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II. 

But  ah  !  what  numbers  (hall  I  chufe  ? 

t 

What  mufe,  what  deity  implore, 

The  melancholy  accents  to  infufe. 

And  tell  mankind,  that  Frederick  is  no  more ! 

III. 

Ah  me  !  each  mournful  mufe  is  dumb. 

Each  mufe  a  nation’s  anguifh  diares  j 
And,  flowly  pointing  to  the  dreary  tomb. 

Speaks  the  unutterable  Woe  in  Tears ! 

IV. 

See  Britain’s  Genius  proilrate  lie, 

With  the  vaft  weight  of  grief  oppred: : 
Faintly  he  lifts  to  heav’n  the  trembling  eye. 
And  penfive-fighing  beats  his  throbbing  bread:. 

V. 

H  ard  hap  of  man’s  dill  wretched  race  ! 

We  fcarcely  view  the  bleffings  giv’n. 

When  rigid  fate  cuts  fhort  the  vital  fpace. 

And  wafts  the  airy  vifion  back  to  Heav’n. 


VI.  Was 
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\ 


VI. 

Was  he  not  form’d  with  ev’ry  art 
To  think,  converfe,  and  live,  with  eafe  > 

To  charm,  while  he  improv’d,  the  gladden’d  heart, 
And  hufti  contending  Factions  into  peace  ? 

VII. 

Ah!  what  avails  thy  royal  birth, 

> 

Sprung  from  a  line  of  fcepter’d  hands  : 

Since,  mingled  now  with  vile  Plebeian  earth, 
Thy  dull  alone  its  fcanted  fpace  commands  ? 

VIII. 

But  what  are  birth,  diftindtion,  powre. 

To  thofe  who  nobler  glories  boaft  ? 

The  gilded  empty  pageants  of  an  hour. 

How  quickly  tarnifh’d,  and  how  quickly  loft  ! 


His  was  the  fympathizing  breaft, 

The  locial  fenfe  of  others’  woe, 

’Twas  merit  to  be  blamelefsly  diftrefs’d ; 

There,  when  Fate  aim’d,  He  warded  off,  the  blow. 


C  3 


X.  Whither 
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X. 

Whither  fhall  drooping  Science  fly. 

Ah  !  whither  ?  to  what  diftant  coaft  ? 

*% 

See,  fee,  her  blafted  laurels  fade  —  they  die ; 
While  wit  prefaging  mourns  her  empire  loft. 

XI. 

But  chiefly  thou,  Oxonia,  wail 
Thy  prince,  thy  patron,  more,  thy  friend ; 
Bleft,  cou’d  the  with,  the  tender  tear,  prevail 
On  heav’n,  it’s  rod  vindictive  to  fufpend ! 

XII. 

’Tis  paft ;  —  ceafe,  ceafe  the  fruitlefs  prayre 
Th’  irrevocable  arrow  flies : 

And  now  the  fpirit  thro’  the  yielding  air 
Afcending  radiant  feeks  its  native  Ikies. 

XIII. 

Where,  not  unmindful  of  his  Britain’s  weal, 
Trederick  fliall  ftill  his  genial  powre  dilplay, 
Calm  her  feditious  jars,  her  fadions  heal. 

And  patronize  the  realms  he  could  not  fway. 


EPITAPH 
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/ 

epitaph. 

%  # 

LIFE  is  a  jejl  the  bard  averr’d, 

Whofe  nice  conception  feldom  err’d. 

Yet,  friend  of  mine,  let  me  advife  ; 

/ 

Be  never  merry  more  than  wife. 

This  mean  unlefs  thou  well  difcerneft, 

I  fear  the  jeji  will  turn  to  earnejl. 


The  Advantages  of  POVERTY. 
An  EPIGRAM. 

A  VARO  ftill  anxious  reflects  on  his  ftore. 

As  always  afraid  he  may  feme  time  be  poor. 
While  Irus  contented  in  lowly  eftate, 

4 

Defies  all  the  cares  of  the  rich  and  the  great } 

And  laughs  at  the  blind-folded  Goddefs’s  power, 
AlTur’d  her  worji  ufage  can  make  him  no  lower . 

C  4 


EPI- 
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EPIGRAM. 

THOU  deareft  of  friends,  thou  mull  now  be 
my  bail, 

Says  Daniel  to  Dick,  or  my  fate  is  a  jail. 

Not  fo,  replies  Dick ;  but  I’ll  tell  you  what,  Dan  ; 
Why,  —  you  may  get  fomebody  elfe  if  you  can. 


o 


N 


G. 


t£i 


i«  * 


i 


i. 

/^vNCE  inconftant  as  the  wind, 
Ever  changing,  never  kind, 
E’ery  fighing,  fubje£t  fwain 

#  i  i 

Felt  the  rigours  of  my  reign : 
Thoufands  prefs’d  me, 
Fawn’d,  carefs’d  me; 
Thoufands  prefs’d  me, 

All  in  vain. 


II.  Deaf 


wvr 
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II. 

Deaf  to  unavailing  prayres, 

Blind  to  difregarded  cares ; 

All  with  fruitlefs  paffion  ftrove 
Chloe’s  marble  heart  to  move : 
Still  profeffing. 

Still  addreffing. 

Still  profeffing 

Truth  and  love. 

% 

III. 

Thus  o’er  all  extends  my  fway, 

All  admire,  and  all  obey ; 

While  the  greateft  hopes  they  gain. 
Juft  protradl  a  life  of  pain: 
Thoufands  preffing 
For  the  bleffing; 

Thoufands  preffing 

To  my  chain. 

IV. 

’Till  at  length  in  yonder  grove, 
Sacred  to  the  joys  of  love, 


Where 
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Where  the  beech  and  poplar  join’d. 
Gently  wanton’d  in  the  wind  j 
Damon  prefs’d  me, 

Damon  kifs’d  me ; 

D  amon  prefs’d  me 

To  be  kind. 

V. 

When  lb  warmly  lovers  woo, 

What,  alas !  can  woman  do  ?  — 
Deaf  no  more  to  love’s  alarms,  ' 
Damon  wander’d  o’er  my  charms  : 
Damon  kifs’d  me, 

Damon  prefs’d  me, 

Damon  blefs’d  me. 

In  his  arms. 


EPIGRAM. 

T)  HI  LANDER  blefl  with  wit  and  wealth, 
And  eafe,  and  innocence,  and  health, 
Polfeffes  all  the  joys  of  life. 

Except  the  Comforts  of  a  Wife : 


A  wife 
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A  wife  is  ffcill  his  warmeft  prayre; 

The  want  occafions  all  his  care. 

Prepofterous  man  !  to  afk  of  heaven, 

To  fpoil  thofe  blefiings  it  has  given. 

On  M  Y  R  A V  Singing. 

Extempore. 

IF  harmony  could  foothe  the  favage  throng 5 
If  Orpheus  mov’d  the  mountains  by  his  fong ; 

If  fweet  Amphyon  drew  the  rocks  along. 

Attentive  to  his  call : 

When  Myra  fung,  the  wondering  orbs  on  high. 
Drunk  with  her  more-than-mortal  melody. 

Had  tumbled  headlong  from  their  native  Iky, 

And  crush’d  the  globe  and  fongftrefs  in  their  fall. 

*  ♦ 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  an  Old-Maid. 

,  f  ^  / 

FULL  threejcore  years  this  life  Cleora  led. 

At  morn  ihe  rofe,  and  went  at  night  to  bed. 

EPITAPH, 
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epitaph. 

On  a  Lady  aged  Nineteen. 


O  TOP,  mortal ,  flop,  whoe’er  thou  art, 
^  A  fove reign,  or  a  Jlave  j 
O  flop !  nor  unimprov’d  depart 
From  this  inftrudtive  grave. 

For  know,  if  youth  and  beauty's  bloom, 

To  ev’ry  grace  ally’d. 

Could  e’er  have  triumph’d  o’er  the  tomb , 
This  fair-one  had  not  dy’d. 


For  my-  Own  Epitaph. 

T  WROTE  thefe  lines,  when  youth  dilplay’d 
A  fun  that  feem’d  without  a  fade j 
To  be  engrav’d  upon  my  tomb , 

When  death's  appointed  time  ihould  come. 

Tho’  poor  the  thought,  thou  need’ll  not  laugh. 
It  is  no  lying  Epitaph. 


-TUTmill 
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To 


DELI  A. 


Occafioned  by  the  Ladies  complaining  of  fome  Lines 

that  rtf  died  on  their  Sex. 


~\T  OU  think  it  odd  that  from  my  lays 
Cenfure  proceeds,  as  well  as  praife. 


But,  Delia,  lay,  am  I  to  blame. 

If  you  are  always  not  the  fame  ? 

To  him  the  merit  mult  belong. 

Who  to  his  fubjeSl  fuits  his  fong. 
Whene’er  your  finite  my  bofom  warms. 
My  verfe  elfays  to  Ipeak  your  charms. 
But  if  your  frowns  attempt  to  kill, 

The  harlher  line  demands  my  quill. 

Still,  Delia,  fmile;  and  ftill  my  lays 
Shall  ftrive  to  paint  your  matchlefs  praile. 
But  if  you  frown,  the  cafe  is  plain, 

I  cannot  raife  the  grateful  ftrain : 

For  well  each  Academic  knows, 

Effeffs  are  fuited  to  their  caufe. 


On 


- 


)'■ 


m 


On  the  fame  Occafion. 

* 

1  ^NRAG’D  the  ladies  oft  complain 
J  How  widely  various  is  my  ftrain; 
Thai  paints  them  angels ,  now,  of  light ; 
And,  Jfhortly,  beings  not  fo  bright. 

Nor  yet,  my  lovely  foes,  refule 
To  hear  the  reafons  of  the  mufe; 

For  well  the  mufe  can  make  you  fee. 

Nor  praife ,  nor  blame,  belongs  to  me. 

My  fun  are  you,  whofe  genial  ray 
Awakes  to  life  the  embryo  lay  : 

And  under  Phoebus’  influence  grows 
As  well  the  thiflle  as  the  rofe. 


MISCELLANIES. 


SONG. 

?o  Mi/s - 

Set  to  Mufic  by  Mr.  W - 

I. 


DEAR  madam,  old  Homer,  an  honed;  blind 
fellow. 

Who  always  fpoke  truth  when  he  chanc’d  to  get 
mellow, 

k  • 

And  told  us  to  flee  from  the  Syren’s  fweet  ftrain, 

« 

How  weak  eery  art  was,  all  efforts  how  vain. 

II. 

To  the  charms  of  their  'voice,  thofe  of  beauty 
were  join’d : 

* 

( How  pow’rful  when  Angle,  refiftlefs  combin’d ! ) 


And  living,  in  ocean,  fome  dreadful  fharp  rocks  on. 
Whole  heaps  of  poor  tars  they  allur’d  to  definition. 

III.  For 
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III. 

For  as  foon  as  their  fweet-flowing  accents  were 
heard,  > 

Plum  againft  the  rough  rocks  the  mad  mariners  fleer’d. 
Thus,  like  a  poor  bird  by  the  charmer  decoy’d. 

The  veflel  was  fplit,  and  the  failors  deflroy’d. 

IV. 

Now  trufl  me,  my  dear,  for  ’tis  certainly  true. 
Juft,  juft  fuch  a  terrible  creature  are  you  : 

You  a£t  to  perfection  the  Syren’s  fell  part. 

We  are  lur’d  by  your  charms,  and  the  rock  is 
your  heart. 

V. 

But  fince,  cruel  maid,  ’tis  in  vain  to  deplore. 

Or  grieve  at  what  thoufands  have  fuffer’d  before; 

I  yield,  but  O  grant  this  laft  boon  to  your  Have, 

As  I  die  by  your  heart,  be  your  bofom  my  grave. 


The 
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\ 

The  Sympathetic  Miser. 

An  EPIGRAM. 

Dives  agris,  dives  pofitis  in  foenore  nummis. 

LD  Skinflint  in  cunning  was  equall’d  by  few, 
' — '  And  with  lawfuits  and  bribes  became  rich 
as  a  flew. 

f 

By  promiflng ,  flue  earing,  florflwearing ,  or  worfe , 

He  got  a  good  million  fafe-bound  in  his  purfle ; 

Then  jlarvd  half  the  neighbours  with  hoarding 
his  pelf. 

And  in  pure-hearted  fympathy  —  hunger'd  himflelf. 

K 

SONG. 

I. 

/""'I  EASE,  ceafe,  at  length,  my  charming  Fair, 
^  To  drive  the  wretched  to  defpair : 

Nor  further  prefs  your  pow’rful  fway. 

Nor  ftrive  to  kill,  becaufe  you  may. 

D  II.  Without 
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I 

II. 

Without  referve  I  freely  own, 

Tis  you  I  love,  and  you  alone : 

Adt  in  return  a  generous  part, 

And  own  that  I  poffefs  your  heart.' 

III. 

“  My  heart!”  confounded  Sylvia  cries. — ■ 
Yes,  fair,  I  read  it  in  your  eyes ; 

Thofe  eyes  that  more  than  language  prove. 
My  Sylvia  feels  the  force  of  love. 

IV. 

Nor  lefs  thofe  crimfon  cheeks  declare, 
My  lovely  virgin  kind  as  fair : 

While  Cupid  thus  his  powre  employs. 

To  give  fair  hopes  of  future  joys. 

V. 

Replete  with  more-than-mortal  charms, 

I  caught  the  angel  in  my  arms ; 

And  forc’d  the  yielding  maid  to  own, 

0 

Twas  me  the  lov’d,  and  me  alone. 


I 


) 

I 
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THE 

TRIPLE  FOOL. 

Praraphrafed  from  Dr.  Donne. 

I. 

'\7'ES,  yes.  I’m  one  fool  big  enough,  I  confefs. 
If  it  were  but  for  loving  alone  ; 

For  rhyming  my  paffion  another  no  lefs ; 

Yet  wi/dom  itfelf  would  be  proud  of  my  place. 

By  fuch  fooling  could  Phyllis  be  won. 

/ 

II. 

Then,  juft  as  fea-water ,  philofophers  fay, 

-  / 

Its  fait  fo  corroding  no  longer  retains. 

When  once  it  has  pafs’d  thro’  the  earth's  narrrow 
veins ; 

So  I  thought  it  by  much  the  molt  plaufible  way, 

My  paffion  to  tame,  and  my  pains  to  allay, 

To  draw  them  thro’  rhyme ,  and  to  make  them  obey. 
In  limbo  confin’d,  my  poetical  chains. 

D  2  III.  But 


I 
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>  III. 

But  Toon,  I  perceive,  all  my  labour  is  vain. 

When  his  mufical  talent  to  fliew. 

Some  delicate  fongfter  attunes  the  fad  drain, 

That  frees  from  their  fetters  my  forrows  again. 
Which  rhyme  had  forbidden  to  dovv. 

IV. 

Love  and  grief  are  lit  fubjedts  of  verfe,  we  mud  own, 
But  the  foft-foothing  fong  is  too  apt  to  increafe. 
And  foment,  not  extinguish,  the  growing  difeaie  : 
For  then  in  full  fplendour  their  triumph  is  Shewn, 
And  I,  by  that  triumph  fo  fplendid,  am  grown. 
What  I  take  fo  much  care  to  the  world  Should 
be  known, 

'Three  fools ,  for  my  labour,  indead  of  a  brace. 


EPIGRAMS. 
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EPIGRAMS. 


Imitated  from  the  fame. 
Epigram  I. 

CORNUTUS  fo  folemnly  fwore. 

In  a  bawdyhoufe  never  to  come, 
That  finding  his  wife  is  a  whore. 

The  poor  fellow’s  afraid  to  go  home. 


Epigram  II. 

Thy  fms  and  hairs  equal  fure  no  one  can  call, 

For  thy  fins  daily  grow,  and  thy  hairs  daily  fall. 


Epigram  III. 

Here  only  thyfelf  and  thy  pi  blare  agree. 

It  is  painted ,  and  fo,  Chloe,  you  are  : 

Take  the  paint  from  the  canvas ,  thy  daubing 
from  thee , 

I’ll  engage  the  refemblance  is  truer . 


D  3 
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SONG. 

I. 

7T  7ENUS,  ever  fweetly  fmiling, 

^  Foe  to  undeferv’d  difdain. 

Buxom  Venus,  care-beguiling, 

Flear,  O  hear,  a  fighing  fwain. 

Hear  thy  Have  at  awful  diftance, 

Bending  low,  prefer  his  prayre  ; 

Hear,  and  lend  thy  kind  affiftance, 

Hear,  and  warm  the  frozen  fair. 

II. 

Quick,  thine  aid,  O  Cupid,  lend  me, 

Skilfd  to  pierce  the  hardeft  heart ; 

Swift-advancing  to  befriend  me, 

Chufe  thy  fureft  fharpeft  dart : 

To  my  Chloe’s  breail  directed. 

Half  my  pa  ill  on  let  her  fliare  ; 

Be  my  fuit  no  more  rejected. 

Cool  the  Swain,  or  warm  the  Fair. 

The 
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The  PLEASURES  of  MADNESS 


EH  OLD  in  Bedlam’s  dreary  cell. 


Where  pale  difeafe  and  phrenfy  dwell, 


Yon  happier  madman  void  of  care, 
Who  ftruts  with  that  important  air. 


A  courtier  lately  vain  and  proud. 


He  look’d  contemptuous  on  the  croud. 
A  fuiter  now  he  bends  the  knee  ; 


And  now  a  lawyer  takes  his  fee. 


A  fovereign  fee  him  now  afiume 
His  fceptre  and  his  fword,  a  broom. 

The  matted  ftraw  fupplies  a  crown, 

A  ftool  three-footed  forms  his  throne. 

His  throne  he  mounts,  his  fword  he  draws. 
And  vows  deflrudion  to  his  foes. 

The  croud  retires  in  deep  difmay, 

And  all  the  phrenzied  tribe  obey. 

Thus  courtier ,  lawyer,  fuiter,  king. 

At  all  times,  and  in  every  thing 


Loft 
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Loft  in  a  regular  confufion, 

He  hugs  the  happy  dear  delujion ; 

And  tailing  all  the  blifs  that  flows 
From  every  ftate,  without  the  woes, 

Proves  mifery  to  confift  in  fadnefs , 

And  reafon  only  to  be  madnefs. 


Sir  J  o  h  n  and  his  Coachman. 

I 

An  EPIGRAM. 

AN  impudent  'villain ,  a  fcoundrel,  a  rogue, 

A  backbiting  varlet,  a  rafcally  dog, 

Sir  John  call’d  his  coachman  :  the  coachman  enrag’d, 
Return’d  his  oh  life ;  fo  the  heroes  engag’d. 

Yet  ’tis  odd  they  fhould  quarrel,  when  none  that 
were  by, 

Thought  the  man  or  the  unifier  told  one  Angle  lye. 


ODE 


\ 


MISCELLANIES. 


41 


ODE 

To  a  Singing  Bird. 

\ 

I. 

0 

C"\  Thou,  that  glad’ft  my  lonefome  hours, 
-S  With  many  a  wildly-warbled  fong. 

When  melancholy  round  me  lours, 

And  drives  her  fullen  ft  or  ms  along ; 

When  fell  adverfity  prepares, 

To  lead  her  delegated  train, 

Pale  ficknefs,  want,  remorfe,  and  pain, 

With  all  her  hoft  of  carking  cares,  — 
The  fiends  ordain’d  to  tame  the  human  foul. 

And  give  the  humbled  heart  to  fympathy’s  controul : 

II. 

Sweet  foother  of  my  mifery,  fay. 

Why  doft  thou  clap  thy  joyous  wing  ? 

Why  doft  thou  pour  that  artlefs  lay  ? 

How  can’ft  thou,  little  pris’ner,  fmg  t 


Haft 
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Ndft  thou  not  cauie  to  gmeve3 
Tlut  man,  unpitying. man,  has  rent 
Fiona  thcc  tire  boon  which  nature  meant 

Thou  j houid  ii,  as  well  as  he,  receive, _ - 

The  powre  to  woo  thy  partner  in  the  grove ; 

To  build,  where  inilind  points ;  where  chance  dire&s, 
to  rove  ? 

III. 

Perchance,  unconfcious  of  thy  fate, 

And  to  the  woes  of  bondage  blind 
Thou  never  long’ft  to  join  thy  mate,  1 

Nor  wiiheil  to  be  unconfin  a  : 

Then  how  relentlefs  lie. 

And  fit  for  every  foul  offence ! 

Who  could  bereave  fuch  innocence 
Of  Life’s  bed  bleffing,  Liberty ; 

Who  lur’d  thee,  guileful,  to  his  treacherous  fnare, 
To  live  a  tuneful  Have,  and  difiipate  his  care. 

IV. 

But  why  for  thee  this  fond  complaint? 

Above  thy  mailer,  thou  art  bleil : 

Art  thou  not  free? — Yes;  calm  content 
With  olive  fceptrc  fways  thy  bread. 

Then 


,  «  t  'Iff  ".  1 
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Then  deign  with  me  to  live  : 

The  falcon  of  infatiate  maw, 

With  hooked  bill  and  griping  claw, 

Shall  ne’er  thy  deftiny  contrive  ; 

And  every  tabby  foe  fhall  mew  in  vain, 

Whilft  penfively-demure  fhe  hears  thy  melting  drain. 

V. 

Nor  Hi  all  the  fiend,  fell  famine,  dare 
Thy  wiry  tenement  alfail : 

Thefe ,  thefe  fhall  be  my  conflant  care. 

The  limpid  fount  and  temperate  meal. 

And  when  the  blooming  fpring 
In  chequer’d  livery  robes  the  fields. 

The  faireft  flowerets  nature  yields 
To  thee  officious  will  I  bring ; 

A  garland  rich  thy  dwelling  fhall  entwine. 

And  Flora’s  freffieft  gifts,  thrice-happy  Bird ,  be  thine. 

VI. 

From  drear  oblivion’s  gloomy  cave. 

The  powerful  mufe  fhall  wreft  thy  name. 
And  bid  thee  live  beyond  the  grave,  — 

This  meed,  fhe  knows,  thy  merits  claim : 

She 
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She  knows,  thy  liberal  heart 
Is  ever  ready  to  difpenfe 
The  tide  of  bland  benevolence. 

And  melody’s  foft  aid  impart} 

Is  ready  hill  to  prompt  that  magic  lay, 

W  Inch  bullies  all  our  griefs,  and  charms  our  pains 
away. 

VII. 

Erewhile,  when,  brooding  o’er  my  foul. 
Frown’d  the  black  Demons  of  defpair, 

Did  not  thy  voice  their  powre  controul  ? 

And  oft  fupprefs  the  riling  tear  ? 

If  fortune  fhould  be  kind,  — 

If  e’er  with  affluence  I  am  hlels’d. 

I’ll  often  feek  fome  friend  diffrefs’d ; 

And  when  the  weeping  wretch  I  find. 
Then,  tuneful  Moraliif,  I’ll  copy  thee, 

And  folace  all  his  woes  with  focial  fympathy. 


Cl 

The 
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The  TURNCOAT. 

An  Epigram  :  Written  at  the  General  Election. 


T 


I S  head  long  fince  Sir  Guzman  turn’d, 
’Twas  pity  no  man  thought  j 
But  all  the  world  feem’d  much  concern’d. 
When  Guzman  turn’d  his  coat. 

The  conteft  ended,  he  has  got 
This  comfort  for  his  pains, 

To  fee  how  much  we  think  his  coat 
Is  better  than  his  brains. 


On  the  Same. 

Ar urncoat !  Heav’ns,  it  cannot  be ; 

The  knight  would  never  turn,  not  he ; 
The  very  thought  is  fhocking : 

Except  he  fagely  fought  to  hide 
Some  defperate  hole  on  t'other  fide. 

As  Teague  once  turn’d  his  focking. 


\ 


On 


■  '  i  *  £Y 

:  i, 


‘  ■ 


if  * 
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A 

h 
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On  the  Same. 


I R  Guzman  turn’d  his  brain  ; 


Cries  Ned,  e’en  let  him  turn’t  again 
His  coat  he  turn’d ;  ay,  from  my  heart, 
Cries  honed;  Dick,  I’m  forry  for’t. 

Of  Irijh  Ram  thus  have  I  feen, 

For  twice  two  fhillings  fold,  the  Jkin ; 
And  on  the  Stall  negledted  laid, 

An  ufelefs  heap,  his  blundering  head. 


SONG. 


I. 


T)HYLLIS,  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
Foe  to  conftancy  and  truth, 

Oft  deceives  the  fighing  fwains  : 

Now  profufely  vows,  and  now. 

Laughing  breaks  the  brittle  vow, 

Breaks  her  vow,  and  mocks  their  pains 
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II. 

Phyllis,  pafl  the  bloom  of  youth, 

Friend  to  conftancy  and  truth. 

Blaming  oft  the  alter’d  fwains, 

Vows  to  die  a  maid ;  and  now. 

She  may  keep  her  virtuous  vow. 

Every  fhepherd  mocks  her  pains. 

i  t 

The  Courageous  Captain. 

An  EPIGRAM. 

I  '  \ 

TT  OUD  Thrafo  fwears  his  trufty  blade, 
%—J  For  nobleft  deeds  renown’d. 

The  laft  encounter,  breathlefs  laid 
Fen  Frenchmen  on  the  ground. 

The  truth,  fays  Dick,  I  ne’er  can  doubt, 
Whate’er  fame  folks  may  fay  ; 

For  well  I  know  the  Captain’s  Jlout, 
lie  —  ran  fo  fail  away. 


6 
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The  Conversion  of  St.  PAUL. 

- Vi  brat  us  fulgor  ab  cethra 

It  ndcni  i  verity  ecce,  repens  ,  et  hunt  ms  aura 
Afflatum  cethcred  lux  plurima  circumfulfit . 

Vida. 

ELESTI AL  fpirit,  at  whofe  bidding  flow 
The  foul-felt  anthems  of  angelic  choirs, 
Soft-warbling  on  their  harps,  ftream  o’er  my  breall 
The  powres  of  facred  fong,  —  thy  fuppliant  aid 
To  emulate  the  feraph’s  glorious  voice,  • — 

Raife  and  fupport  his  groveling  mufe,  that  fo. 
Scorning  the  pomp  of  fublunary  themes. 

Borne  on  thy  pinions  fhe  may  mount  the  clouds. 
And  woo  thy  rapturous  offspring,  extafy. 

Loft  in  bewildering  mazes  nature  lay, 

Whilft  errour  rode  triumphant  thro’  the  gloom, 
Clapping  his  joyous  wings  amid  the  dark : 

I  hou  fpak’ft  5  —  the  world  was  kindled  into  day. 
And  reafon’s  purged  eye  beheld  the  light. 


Vain 
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Vain  Superjlition  droop’d  her  fick’ning  head ; 

She  hid  her  face  abafh’d  j  her  fpurious  fhrines. 
Their  flame  extin  £t,  no  more  with  incenfe  fmok’d, 
When  truth’s  fair  fun  defcended  bright  from  heaven. 
And  hopelefs  man  with  genial  influence  chear’d. 
Hence  much  we  know ;  hence  we  can  well 
difcern 

The  goal,  at  which  arriv’d,  we  come  to  fcenes 
Of  joy  extatic  and  of  endlefs  day. 

Yet  fmall  our  fcience  when  compar’d  with  thine, 
Omnifcient  Father  of  the  Univerfe  ! 

Who  can  perceive  the  fprings  that  adluate 
Th’  Eternal  Mind  f  Wlio  tell  the  various  means 
By  which  he  faves  the  world,  and  fheds  on  fouls 
His  balm  of  precious  health,  immortal  life  ? 

How  wond’rous  are  his  works  !  — ;  By  one  vafl:  adt 
Of  boundlefs  powre  his  greatefl;  foe  he  makes, 
Subfervient  to  his  will,  an  inftrument 
To  execute  the  deep-concerted  plan* 

Which  comprehends  the  weal  of  humankind* 

An  Hebrew  Paul  was  born,  what  time  the  veil 

1 

Of  fatal  incredulity  o’erlpread 

E  The 
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The  eye  of  darken’d  Jfraely  nam’d  in  vain 
Th’  Eledl  of  heav’n  and  God’s  peculiar  flock. 

In  ancient  rites  and  ceremonies  vers’d. 

He  beat  his  youthful  way,  and  follow’d  clofe 
The  long-worn  path  his  anceftry  had  trod. 

All  deviation  from  th’  accuftom’d  form 
Of  Mofes’  inftitutions  deeming  bafe. 

And  judging  ill  of  Chrift’s  commiflion’d  right. 

To  abrogate  the  law  himfelf  infpir’d. 

And  change  his  faving  fcheme ;  with  ardour  high 
And  giddy  zeal  inflam’d,  on  Chriflendom 
He  vow’d  fell  vengeance  and  deftru&ion  dire. 

He  joy’d  to  fee  th’  abandon’d  croud  imbrue 
Their  murderous  hands  in  martyr’d  Stephens  blood ; 
With  rapture  he  beheld  the  few  forlorn 
Of  Christ’s  Apoftles  raife  with  feeble  arm 
The  fceptre  of  his  kingdom,  and  his  church 
With  threaten’d  ruin  totter  to  its  bale  j 
The  flieep  wide  fcatter’d  and  without  a  guard. 
Nor  ceas’d  he  thus ;  — With  high  commiffion  charg’d 
From  facerdotal  Powre,  to  bring  in  chains 
Such  votaries  as  fhould  dare  invoke  the  name. 


Or 
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Or  ipread  the  dodtrine,  of  their  murder’d  Lord ; 
As  tow’rd  Damafcus  walls  he  held  his  courfe. 
Sudden  keen  gleams  of  lightning  fir’d  the  air. 

And  flafh’d  around  infufferable  day : 

Not  half  fo  bright  Hyperion  fhines,  adorn  d 
In  all  the  fplendors  of  folftitial  pride. 

When  riding  o’er  the  concave  of  the  (Icy 
He  darts  below  from  full  meridian  height 
His  blazing  fummer-beams.  — •  His  dazled  eyes, 
Struck  with  the  glory  of  the  heavenly  vifion. 

Deny  their  functions ;  and  his  tottering  knees. 
Smiting  each  other,  fink  beneath  their  load  : 
With  confcious  guilt  and  boding  fears  opprefs’d. 
Trembling  he  reels  and  prone  to  earth  he  falls ;  — 
When  lo !  proclaiming  high  the  Deity , 

Thefe  accents  greet  his  ear  ;  —  “  Doit  thou  on  me 
Thus  wreck  thy  vengeful  ire,  prefumptuous  man  ? 
Sooner  the  mole  fhall  from  it’s  aeep-fix’d  bale 
O’erturn  the  fiub'oorn  oak,  than  he  enfure 
Succefs,  who  with  rebellious  aim  his  hand. 
Daring,  ihall  raife  againft  Omnipotencey 
By  whom  he  moves,  and  breathes  the  vital  air. 

E  2  Know 
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Know  I  am  He,  who  on  th’  accurfed  crofs 
For  thee  the  agonies  of  death  fuftain’d; 

Who  felt  for  thee  variety  of  woes. 

Shame,  mifery,  and  reproach.  —  But  hade,  arife, 
Of  God  thou  art  a  minider  ordain’d, 

To  preach  falvation  to  the  Pagan  world. 
Ingrateful  Ifrael ,  favour’d  long  in  vain, 

Shut  his  obdurate  heart,  while  on  his  head 

‘  ^ 

\ 

I  fhower’d  fweet  mercy’s  fodering  dews.  —  Then  go, 
Inftruft  the  worthier  Gentiles  humble  mind, 

To  think  aright  of  me;  to  bow  no  more 
To  vain  Idolatry,  and  how  to  fleer 
His  bouyant  bark  along  the  tide  of  life. 

Till  faith  with  hope  and  meek-ey’d  charity 
Exalt  him  to  thofe  bowres,  where  he  fhall  drain 
Full  cups  of  blifs  and  immortality, 

The  gracious  meed  that  crowns  the  Chridian’s 
Warfare. 

Much  thou  mud  bear  for  Him,  who  differ'd  much 
For  thee  :  —  Imprifonment,  and  bonds,  and  death. 
For  him  thou  mull  endure;  —  but  patience  meek 
Shall  fix  her  firmed  barrier  round  thy  heart, 


And 
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And  guard  thee  ’gainft  oppreffion  and  delpair  $ 
While  ever  on  thy  fleps  our  facred  fpirit, 

Pure  emanation  of  divinity, 

Propitious  fhall  attend.”  —  The  vifion  fpake.  — 
Of  what  he  faw,  of  what  he  heard  convinc’d. 
And  ruminating  on  the  miracle, 

(View’d  by  deliberate  reafon’s  fober  eye. 

Not  ftamp’d  by  fairy  fancy  on  the  brain,) 

« 

Paul  burfts  the  thraldom  of  the  Jewi/b  Law, 
And  fp  rings  to  Chrijlian  Liberty.  —  The  talk, 
Deftin’d  by  his  Redeemer,  he  affumes, 

Pleas’d  to  be  call’d  the  Delegate  of  God. 

His  labours  he  began,  nor  ceas’d  his  toil. 

Till  over  half  the  Globe  he  had  diffus’d 
The  Gofpel's  light,  pointed  the  road  to  heaven. 
And,  like  his  dying  Saviour,  to  confirm 
The  truth  of  his  religion,  with  his  blood 
Had  feal’d  the  teflimony  which  he  bore. 


The 
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The  Unhappy  Satyrist. 

An  EPIGRAM. 

,  *  #  f 

'T7'ES,  Crantor,  all  the  world  will  own 
Thy  excellence  in  railing ; 

Yet  tho’  thy  genius  hath  but  one, 

'Tis  not  a  trivial  failing. 

The  piece  with  blotches  rough  and  rude, 

Is  fo  profufely  fown. 

That  all  who  know  thy  face  conclude 
Each  feature  is  thy  own. 

T'he  RECEIPT  for  LOVE. 

A  SONG. 

I. 

SHE’s  falfe,  the  fiend  is  falfe  as  fair, 
Forfaken  Florio  cries, 

And  beats  his  breaft,  and  rends  his  hair, 

And  rowls  his  flafliing  eyes  : 


She’s 
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She’s  falle ;  yet  ah !  too  well  I  know 
My  wailings  all  are  vain; 

Nor  can  thefe  flowing  ftreams  of  woe 
Obliterate  the  ftain. 

II. 

Ah  no!  from  virtue’s  line  the  maid 
Who  once  deluded  ftrays. 

Is  loft,  beyond  redemption’s  aid. 

In  vice’s  wildering  maze. 

Tis  death  alone,  the  faithful  friend 
To  wretched  hopelefs  man. 

Can  end  my  care  j  yes,  death  {hall  end 
What  lucklefs  love  began. 

III. 

Big  with  the  thought,  and  fix’d  on  fate, 
Away  poor  Florio  flew, 

Refolv’d  to  change  his  hopelefs  ftate. 

And  bid  the  world  adieu. 

“  Adieu,  he  cried,  ye  fcenes  around. 
Whom  I  no  more  fhall  view 
Condoling  Echo  caught  the  found. 

And  loft  reply ’d  adieu, 

E  4 
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IV. 

Then  fadly-fweet  with  warbling  tongue. 
He  fung  in  moving  drain, 

Arion  like,  his  funeral  fong, 

i  .  /  / 

Like  him  to  end  his  pain. 

“  Ev’n  now  I  tafte  the  mighty  blifs 
That  frees  my  love-fick  foul,” 

He  faid ;  and  fought  the  vaft  abyfs 
Of  a  capacious  ■■  ■  bowl. 
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r  * 

O  D  E 

Written  on  St.  STEPHEN’S  DAY. 


Descend,  and  wake  th’  immortal  lyre, 

That  lulls  the  foul  with  folemn-breathing  airs, 

O  heaven-born  mufe ;  —  attune  the  fpheres. 
And  roufe  to  rapturous  fong  thy  fainted  choir. 
The  deep-mouth’d  *  prince  of  Seers  confefs’d 
Thy  ardour  labouring  in  his  breaft. 

What  time  on  eagle-wings  he  daring  rode. 

And  held  high  converfe  with  his  God.  — 

See,  big  with  fate  the  heaven-infpired  fage 
Rolls  on  through  many  a  coming  age, 
Chaunting  the  progrefs  of  his  dream ; 

His  numbers  how  unbounded!  how  fublime  his 
theme ! 

4 
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*  Isaiah. 


II.  Lord 
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I 


II. 

Lord  of  Redemption  !  thee  he  faw 
In  regal  glory  beaming  from  afar. 

The  banners  of  the  holy  war. 

And  all  the  blell  completion  of  the  law. 

If  this  prophetic  fong  is  true, 

Whence  this  humility  we  view  ? 

Humbled  by  man  a  Saviour  and  a  God  ? 

Afide  is  thrown  the  vengeful  rod, 

Afide  the  diamond-ftudded  fceptre  laid. 

No  diadem  adorns  his  head. 

No  fword  with  martial  pride  he  wields. 

Nor  in  his  car  triumphant  thunders  o’er  the  fields. 

III. 

He  !  to  whom  in  bright  attire 
Seraphs  form’d  a  joyous  choir. 

Sacred  Paans  loud  they  fung, 

The  ftar-pav’d  domes  with  echoes  rung, 
Refponfive  to  the  golden  lyre  j 
While  Cherubs  wav’d  their  purple  pinions. 
Soaring  through  the  bleft  dominions. 


The 
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The  empyrean  flues  refounded. 

As  they  caroll’d  deathlefs  lays, 
t{  Holy,  holy,  holy,”  founded 
Each  angelic  voice  of  praife.  — 

Vain  doubts,  away !  —  The  vifion  was  infpir’d, 
Nor  cou’d  that  hallow’d  tongue  a  fable  feign  j 
To  heaven,  Meflias,  whence  he  came,  retir’d, 
Now  holds  his  long  hereditary  reign. 

Again  celeftial  day-fpring  is  reflor’d, 

»  \ 

Again  his  fapphire  throne  alfumes  th’  Almighty  Lord. 

IV. 

Say,  bleft  Urania ,  (thou  canft  tell) 

When  from  the  darkling  regions  of  the  dead 
The  world’s  Redeemer  rais’d  his  head. 

Who  firft  in  brave  affertion  of  him  fell  ? 

Stephen ,  while  crouds  around  him  prefs’d, 
(Pale  haggard  looks  their  rage  exprefs’d) 

A  victim  meek  in  holy  pomp  expir’d ; 

Cool  was  that  tongue  which  truth  had  fir’d : 
So  down  the  weftern  cliffs  Hyperion  rides, 
Obfcur’d  by  clouds  in  vain  ;  he  hides 
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His  head,  and  but  conceals  his  ray, 

To  flafh  a  nobler  luftre  on  returning  day. 

V. 

Nor  vainly  hop’d  he  virtue’s  prize, 

Nor  innocence  in  vain  his  life  had  crown’d  ; 

An  early  fate  the  Martyr  found, 

The  laft  bed:  prelude  to  immortal  joys. 

Even  as  he  labour’d  hard  for  breath. 

And  felt  the  leaden  hand  of  death, 

Enrapt  with  extafy  he  fhot  his  eyes 
Beyond  the  azure  of  the  Ikies, 

Where  heavenly  glory  met  his  aching  fight ; 
But  dazzled  with  excefs  of  light, 

He  cou’d  not  view;  his  eye-lids  dole. 

And  on  the  lap  of  earth  he  finks  to  foft  repofe. 

* 

VI. 

Haunts  of  hermits,  folemn  cells. 

Temples,  where  Religion  dwells. 

Sylvan  fhades,  fequefter’d  walks. 

Groves,  whence  the  woodland  Echo  talks, 
And  her  wild  mimic  llory  tells ; 

I  \ 
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Be  only  mute  this  day  to  fadnefs. 

Echoing  to  the  voice  of  gladnefs ; 

Let  gay  mufic  chear  your  mazes, 

Driving  horrour  far  away ;  — 

Hark,  her  voice  Devotion  raifes. 

Pouring  forth  a  facred  lay. 

The  organ,  hark,  mageftically  flow,' 

Gives  to  the  trembling  air  the  varied  notes, 
Whilft  orifons  in  foft  confufion  flow. 

And  feather’d  warblers  join  their  tuneful  throats : 
Nature  and  art  in  friendly  concert  join, 

And  to  th’  immortal  manfions  hail  the  Saint  divine, 


6z 
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From  IQ  S  O  P, 

A  FABLE. 

F)ROUD  of  her  beauty  and  her  fize. 

Thus  to  her  Jon  a  Crabfifh  cries 
“  Leave,  child,  for  fhame,  that  fideling  pace, 

“  And  walk  the  way  you  fet  your  face.” 

To  whom  the  fon,  with  reverence  due, 

“  Mamma,  proceed,  I’ll  copy  you." 

To  S  Y  L  V  I  A, 

Who  ajferted  that  no  Gentleman  had  a  Right  to  falute  her. 

I. 

"\7" E S,  lovely  fair-one,  well  I  know. 

The  raptures  fweet  and  chafte. 

That  on  thofe  lips  for  ever  glow, 

No  dull  inhabitant  below. 

Can  claim  a  right  to  taite. 


II.  Yet 
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II. 

Yet,  lovely  fair-one,  well  I  know. 

When  chafte  and  pure  the  flame, 

’Twere  godlike  freely  to  beftow. 

What  no  inhabitant  below. 

Could  e’er  in  juftice  claim. 

\ 

III. 

'  / 

’Tis  true  that  to  thy  form  fo  fair 
Is  join’d  a  fairer  mind  : 

I  fee  each  virtue  blooming  there, 

That  heav’n  can  give,  or  mortal  lhare, 

Would’ft  thou  alone  be  kind. 

IV. 

O,  to  that  form  and  mind  fo  fair, 

#  ^  4  • 

Were  but  compaflion  given ; 

Then  fhould  I  hope  fuch  blifs  to  fhare, 

As  none  can  tafte,  without  the  care 

» 

And  liberal  gift  of  heaven. 
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EPIGRAMS  imitated  from  Buchanan. 

Epig.  I. 

NAM  mihi promijfam  jubeo  numerare  Calenum  * 
Abnuit  ille :  Aulum  confulo  caufidicum . 

Is  mihi  judicio  fuctdet  contendere ;  caufam 
Snfcipit  >  hac  quicquam  jujiius  ejfe  negat . 

Spuara  mihi  dum  peragit  dccimnmque  extendit  in  annum > 
Pene  decern  decies  jam  periere  mince . 

Ne  Us  qnod  fupercjl  exhauriat  ceris  &  cvvi, 

Vito  ream  pariter  caufidicumque  meum . 

Ccrtum  ejl  nil  pojlhac  promittentive  Caleno, 

Hortanti  ant  Aulo  credere.  Caufa  vale. 

Quczris  ntrum fugiam  magis  ?  Aulum :  namque  Calenus 
Verba  dare ,  aft  Aulus  vendere  verba  fold. 


Epig, 


; 
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E  P  1  g.  I.  Imitated. 

/  |  '  O  pay  me  a  pound,  as  oblig’d  by  his  promife, 
Calenus  denies  ;  I  apply  to  Sir  Thomas  : 

He  ftrongly  advifes  recourfe  to  the  laws; 

And  the  kind  man  himfelf  undertakes  the  good  caufe. 
For  the  Ipace  of  ten  years,  while  my  fuit  is  extended. 
The  fum  of  a  hundred  good  pounds  is  expended. 

To  make,  while  fome  cafh  and  life  lafted,  an  end  on’t, 
I  fbun  both  my  lawyer,  and  eke  .the  defendant ; 
Determin’d  henceforward  to  credit  in  no  wife. 

My  Lawyer’s  advice,  or  Calenus  s  promife. 

Do  you  afk  which  I  like  ?  why  —  my  lawyer  — 
the  worfef 

T other  broke  but  his  promife ,  but  He  broke  my  purfc. 


\ 


F 
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E  P  I  G.  II. 


~Jf  Cquid fis  formofa  rogas,  Leonora,  frequenter  j 
Nec  niji  jurato  vis  adhibere  jidem. 

Sic  nuhi  nunquam  Helene,  fic  nunquam  Leda  fit  uxor, 
Ut  nec  par  Helene,  nec  tibi  Leda  fuit. 

Di  fimul  heroefque  has ,  fed  patienter,  amarunt : 
Verum  quifquis  amat  cTe,  Leonora,  furit. 


Epic.  III. 

Sylvius  hie  ftus  ef,  gratis  qui  nil  dedit  unquam 
Mortuus  et  gratis  quod  legis  if  a  dolet. 


Epig. 


■ 

IB*-'  ”1  M 
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Epig.  II.  Imitated. 


T  T  OW  oft  you  teaze  me,  deareft  1 
•*"  To  know  if  I  believe  you  pretty : 
Nor  will  the  bare  aflertion  do, 

Unlels  you  hear  me  fwear  it  too. 


But  may  I  never  hope  to  move 
A  Helen’s  or  a  Leda’s  love. 

If  either  of  the  charming  two 


Was  half  fo  beautiful  as  you : 

Yet  they  have  warm’d  the  Gods  above  3 
For  them  have  heroes  burn’d  with  love : 
Tho’  ftill  indeed  they  kept  their  paffion 
Within  the  bounds  of  moderation  : 

But  whofoe’er  loves  you,  my  fair. 

Is  mad  as  ever  was  March-Hare. 


Epig.  III.  Imitated. 
Epitaph  for  a  MISER. 


Here  lies  a  vile  wretch  who  a  farthing  ne’er  gave, 


And  grieves  that  you  gratis  read  this  o’er  his  grave. 


F  2 


Epig. 
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Epig.  IV. 


Non  defidcrio  noflrt ,  non  mceret  amove  > 

Sed  fe  non  noftro  poffe  dolore  frui. 

Epig.  IV.  Imitated. 

Hene’er  I  am  with  her,  my  Chloe  s  hard  hearted. 
Yet  always  uneafy  whene’er  we  are  parted. 
She  grieves  not  for  pity,  or  love  of  her  fwain ; 

But  pines  for  the  pleafure  of feeing  my  pain. 


TLLA  mi  hi  femper  prcefenti  dura  Nesera 
Me,  quoties  abfum,  femper  abeJJ'e  dolet. 


I  • 

Epig.  V. 

Omnia  quid,  Leonora,  putant  te  vender e,  falfum  cjl ; 
Nam  faciem,  tibi  qua  ceetera  vendit,  emis. 


Epig.  V.  Imitated. 

lie  that  fays  Leonora  fells  every  thing,  lies ; 

For  her  face ,  which  promotes  all  her  traffic,  fhe  buys. 

BRI- 


•L, 


V-  * 


%  1. 
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BRITANNIA’S  TEARS: 


An  ELEGIAC  ODE, 


Qccafioned  by  the  Death  of  General  Wolfe. 


(Written  in  the  Year  1759.  ) 


I. 

HEN  ebon  night  drew  on  her  fable  cowl. 
Wove  by  the  hours  that  clofe  dun  twi¬ 
light’s  reign. 

Such  fcenes  as  fitted  beft  her  mournful  foul, 
Britannia  fought,  to  weep  her  hero  flain. 

II. 

Far  from  the  bufy  croud,  on  Cambrian  fhore. 

Where  frowns  in  thickefi:  fhade  the  defart  drear, 
Loud  blow  the  winds,  and  whiffling  tempefts  roar. 
High  heaves  the  billowy  wave,  and  lours  the  air ; 


F 

-  0 


III.  Where 
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III. 

Where  many  a  yew-tree  rears  his  ancient  head. 
Mocking  with  dubborn  pride  the  northern  blaffc  5 

While  thro’  the  gloom  pale  fpedtres  feem  to  tread, 
And  difolal  bowlings  fill  the  v/atry  wade ; 

IV. 

All  on  a  rock  the  beauteous  mourner  lies. 

The  martial  fpear  neglected  by  her  fide  : 

The  briny  tears  roll  copious  from  her  eyes, 

While  thus  fhe  harps  her  borrows  to  the  tide. 

V. 

cc  Oft  from  fome  cliff,  nigh  where  with  headlong  fweep 
Old  Conway's  waters  to  the  ocean  fly, 

To  where  the  weflern  welkin  joins  the  deep, 

With  confcious  pride  I’ve  cad  my  roving  eye ; 

VI. 

-  *  I  t 

To  view  my  red  crofs  dreaming  in  the  breeze. 
While  tow’rd  my  fhore  the  winged  vefiels  deer  j 

What  time  the  pilot,  as  he  demm’d  the  feas. 

Wont  with  thefe  accents  bland  to  greet  mine  ear: 


VII.  “  Hail 


I 
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VII. 

“  Hail  to  thy  fartheft  verge,  Britannia ,  hail ! 

££  For  thee  the  tropics  boaft  their  mellow’d  ftore  , 
<c  For  thee  the  Eaft  awakes  a  foftering  gale, 

“  And  wafts  rich  produce  from  his  fertile  fhore. 

VIII. 

“  Phcebus  for  thee  unlocks  Peruvian  mines, 

“  Maturing  into  gold  the  embryon  dull; ; 

££  For  thee  Iberia  flows  with  generous  wines, 

££  And  pours  her  tribute  on  thy  happier  coaft. 

m 

IX. 

££  For  thee,  fair  Commerce  claps  her  joyous  wings, 

££  As  proudly  foaring  o’er  the  azure  main, 

“  Big  with  the  wealth  of  either  Ind,  the  brings 
££  A  thoufand  glories  glittering  in  her  train. 

X. 

£C  Bellona  Ihakes  her  fcourge  at  thy  command, 

£-  And  Gallia's  fons  to  death’s  dark  realms  are 
hurl’d.  — 

££  Hail  to  thy  fartheft  verge,  fair  Freedoms  land ! 

,£  Long  fit  the  Umpire  of  a  willing  world.” 

F  4  XI.  Such 


aft 
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XL 

Such  Toothing  founds,  alas  !  can  charm  no  more, 

Nor  aught  avail  my  forrows  to  becalm, 

Since  death,  unpitying,  from  this  bolom  tore 
My  fin,  high-panting  for  th’  immortal  palm. 

XII. 

Say,  hoary  Time,  in  whole  fam’d  annals  Hand 
Names,  that  in  deathlefs  chara&ers  are  drefs’d. 
Chiefs,  who  have  freed  from  tyranny  the  land, 

And  with  their  lateft  breath  their  country  blefs’d; 

XIII. 

Say,  Greece,  w’here  blew  fo  loud  the  trump  of  fame. 
Sounding  to  diftant  realms  each  hero’s  praife. 
Wafted  to  heaven  by  bards  each  favourite  name. 
And  taught  to  live  for  ever  in  their  lays ; 

XIV. 

What  time,  high-borne  on  fancy’s  towering  wing, 
The  Theban  Poet  fwept  the  founding  lyre, 

When  every  mountain  bow’d  to  hear  him  fing, 
Each  river  hulh’d  his  murmurs  to  admire  5  — 


XV.  Say, 
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XV. 

Say,  mighty  Rome,  whofe  towres  majeftic  flood. 
Spurning  the  world’s  fair  ruins  in  their  mirth  j 
Whofe  thirfty  falchion  drank  the  nations’  blood. 
And  mow’d  thy  conquefts  thro’  the  proftrate  earth  j 

XVI. 

Whofe  laurell’d  victors  fhar’d  the  meed  of  war, 

With  plume  fo  lofty  and  with  port  fb  proud, 
When  their  fleet  courfers  paw’d  before  the  car, 
When  fetter’d  kings  to  grace  their  triumphs  bow’d 

XVII. 

Say,  can  your  aged  records  of  renown, 

The  warriour  boaft,  who,  try’d  in  fields  of  death, 
Wore  round  his  helmed  brows  the  wreaths  he  won, 
Untainted  by  Ambition  s  withering  breath  ?  _ _ 

XVIII. 

Or  hemm’d  ’midft  hoflile  legions  flefh’d  his  blade. 
And  bravely  died  to  fwell  the  rolls  of  fame, 

While  round  his  dauntlefs  heart  keen  lightning  play’d, 
That  ilfu’d  from  Relig  'ions  hallow’d  flame  ? 

XIX.  What 
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XIX. 

What  though  ’tis  Yours  to  fhew  the  breathing  buft ; 

Dead  worthies  taught  in  living  flone  to  bloom ; 
The  fculptur’d  vafe  with  confecrated  dull ; 

Th’  hifloric  marble,  and  the  flattering  tomb  ? 

XX. 

Yet  ’twas  my  Sons,  each  meaner  thought  reprefs’d. 
In  foremofl  fight  to  prove  a  nobler  rage ;  — 

More  generous  ardour  fir’d  his  manly  breafl:. 

Than  poets  fabled  in  their  golden  age. 

XXI. 

Watering  a  hundred  nations  as  he  flows. 

Even  now  I  fee  his  fword  all  bath’d  in  blood. 

That  hew’d  his  paflage  through  an  hoft  of  foes. 

XXII 

**  Montcalm  was  fiiook  with  dread,  and  flood  aghafl, 
As  prowl’d  the  eager  lion  for  his  prey; 

He  view’d  the  youthful  hero  as  he  pafs’d. 

While  direful  havock  mark’d  his  blufhing  way. 

*  Commander  of  the  French  Forces  at  Quebec. 

XXIII.  The 
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XXIII. 

The  ambufh’d  Indian  to  each  errour  blind. 

Led  by  untutor’d  nature’s  glimmering  rays. 

His  ruder  foul  by  narrower  bounds  confin’d. 

His  reafon  loft  in  one  bewildering  maze; 

XXIV. 

With  wild  amazement  faw  the  chief  advance  : 

His  bread  forgot  with  favage  rage  to  glow ; 

He  afk’d  what  arm  had  thrown  the  whizzing  lance, 
What  hand  with  daughter  ftrew’d  the  plains  below  ? 

XXV. 

But  oh !  what  horrour  feiz’d  my  boding  foul. 
When  death’s  grim  form  in  terrible  array. 

Whetting  his  fling  deep-drench’d  in  venom  foul. 
Quick  through  my  darlings  bofom  cleft  its  way  ? 

XXVI. 

On  bleak  America ’s  enfanguin’d  heath, 

I  fee,  I  fee  th’  expiring  warriour  lie ; 

No  friend  is  near  to  catch  his  fleeting  breath. 

No  female  hand  to  clofe  his  fwimming  eye  ! 

XXVII.  While 
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XXVII. 

While  hovering  o’er  him  Victory  feems  to  mourn, 
W eaving  the  living  laurel  round  his  head ; 
Upheld  by  Fame,  I  view  his  ftoried  urn. 

Which  future  times  with  extafy  fhall  read.  — 

XXVIII. 

There  late  pofterity  the  glorious  caufe, 

That  call’d  my  Son  to  arms,  fhall  wondering  fee. 
Who  nobly  falling ’mid  his  vanqu  foes. 

Bled  for  Religion,  Liberty ,  and  Me. 

XXIX. 

Thus  Britain  ceas’d  her  dirge;  —  but  as  lire  fung, 
Hurtl’d  was  the  brawling  ftorm  that  wont  to  roar; — 
Then  down  the  rock  her  quivering  harp  rtie  Hung; 
And  folemn  warblings  died  along  the  fhore.  — 


AN 
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A  N 

/ 

ODE 

T  O 

CONTENTMENT. 

/'■'HEleftial  nymph.  Contentment,  come. 

And  lead  me  to  thy  haunts,  where  thou, 
With  fmooth  pacific  look. 

In  mild  ferenity. 

And  all  at  eafe,  art  wont  to  tread ;  ■ 

Parent  of  joys,  O  guide  my  feet 
To  where  Felicity 
Refides  :  Say,  by  what  art 
Thy  pupils  oft  enrich’d  the  mind, 

And  turn’d  to  affluence  their  want  ? 

Lo,  in  a  gaping  cliff 
Of  yonder  fhaggy  rock, 

I 

■■  i 


Where 
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Where  many  a  giant  oak  uprears 
His  blafted  fummit,  waving  wide 

His  mofs-clad  arms  ;  where  climbs 
The  wanton  ivy ;  where 
Nods  o’er  the  precipice  abrupt 
The  mouldering  turf;  where,  far  beneath. 
The  thick-entangling  brake 
O’erruns  the  plain ;  where,  round. 
The  drear  wild  glooms ;  where  Solitude  - 
And  Melancholy,  fifter-twins. 

Their  difmal  manfion  hold, 

i  , 

Nor  Echo  talks ;  —  there  dwells. 
Hoary  and  wearing  wifdom’s  guile, 

A  bearded  lage.  Hid  from  the  world 
He  lives,  and  lives  ferene ;  - — 

On  wholefome  herbs  he  feeds. 

And  from  the  limpid  Hream  allays 
His  third: ;  —  at  morn  by  nature’s  call 
And  friendly  light  awak’d ; 

By  the  foft  lapfe  at  eve 
Of  murmuring  rills  to  (lumber  lull’d, 
Chearful  he  meafures  day  and  night. 


Yes, 


Yes,  —  many  a  tranquil  hour 

Enjoys  he  ’mid  grey  rocks. 

Where  time  o’er  nature’s  face  has  thrown 

The  veil  of  horrour ;  —  he  nor  feels 

The  fling  of  envious  pride. 

Nor  aught  the  paffions  heeds, 

That  labour  in  the  human  bread:  j 

What  palles  in  a  bufy  world 

Is  lad  of  all  his  cares  : 

But  let  him  know,  that  Heaven 

His  dolen  felicity  deteds. 

Why  was  his  reafon  given  ?  To  be 

Employ’d.  For  whom  ?  Himfelf  ? 

Man  to  converfe  with  man. 

And  lend  the  mutual-aiding  hand. 

Wife  Heaven  decrees  nor  yet  excludes 

Private  from  public  good. 

Who  wou’d  not  then  condemn 

The  hermit’s  choice  ?  He  of  himfelf 

Enamour’d,  and  from  focial  ties 

Edrang’d,  an  ufelefs  life 

Leads  in  lone  folitude, 


tto  miscellanies. 
Oft  on  the  hamlet’s  humble  Ihed 
Thou  deign’d;  to  call  thy  foftering  eye, 

O  Coddefs,  and  art  pleas’d 
To  blefs  the  village-hind 
With  influence  benign.  What  though 
"With  fweating  brow  he  earns  his  food ;  - 
W  hat  though,  when  fummer  funs 
.  Dart  down  the  feverous  beam. 

The  live-long  day,  in  circling  toil. 

And  labour  ending  but  with  life. 

He  plies  the  glebe  ?  ’Tis  thine 
To  folace  every  carej — 

Thou  draw’ft  propitious  o'er  his  eye 
Sleep’s  fllken  veil :  No  figh  is  heard. 

Nor  idle  wilh  for  wealth. 

Nor  plaint  of  poverty. 

No  fooner  mounts  on  quivering  wing 
The  trilling  lark  at  early  dawn. 

But  vigorous  from  his  couch 
He  rifes  to  relume 

I  '  I 

The  daily  talk;  —  the  rofe  of  health 

\ 

Blooms  on  his  cheek ;  —  the  riling  fun 


I 
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Shall  view  him  bleft  alike 
To-morrow  as  to-day. 

Yes,  —  in  his  rural  cot  fee u re, 

Hufh’d  every  care,  the  peafant  lives  j 
He  whittles  o’er  his  work 
Content,  nor  afks  he  more. 

Yet  o’  er  his  mental  eye  is  drawn 
The  dufky  veil  of  ignorance ;  — 

The  circling  fyftems  roll. 

The  tuneful  planets  turn  ; 

Thoufands  of  glittering  orbs  are  feen, 

Spangling  the  Ikies  from  pole  to  pole, 

And  countleis  objects  rife 
To  rouze  his  fearch ;  —  in  vain.  — 

# 

Enough  for  him,  that  he  obferves 
The  feafons  come  and  go,  —  enough. 

To  tell  when  timelieft  ’tis 
To  fow  the  golden  grain  ; 

To  prune  the  vine;  from  fnowy  flocks 
To  cull  the  annual  fleece;  to  bare 
The  boughs  of  yellow  fruit; 

\  y  * 

From  waxen  cells  to  prefs 

G  The 


* 
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% 

The  honied  ftore ;  and  to  commit 

\ 

The  fickle  to  the  ripen’d  fields ;  — 
Thefe  are  his  arts,  —  than  thefe 
No  higher  foars  his  mind. 

O  never  in  my  lap  be  call 

The  hermit’s,  or  the  peafant’s  lot,  — 

If  this  dull  ignorance, 

‘ That  felfilh  folitude, 

Conftant  awaits.  —  Condudt  my  fteps, 
Goddefs,  to  where  Oxonia’s  towers 
Lift  their  proud  heads  aloft. 

And  emulate  the  clouas ;  — 

Fair  Science  there  her  face  unveils, 

And  eagle-ey’d  Philofophy 

Enjoys  her  peaceful  reign  ;  — 

There  reft  the  tuneful  Nine  : 

For  erft  when  Mars  with  dire  alarms 
Shook  Greece ,  they  left  Parnajfus  top, 
And  thence  to  Latium  wing’d 
Their  airy  courfe ;  but  foort 
Flying  from  tyranny  and  vice, 

They  next  to  lea-girt  Albion  came, 


And 
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And  fix’d  on  Ifis  banks :  — 

There  many  a  bard  fublime 
Teaches  the  mockful  nymph  his  fong. 
Charm’d,  as  he  tunes  the  vocal  fhell, 

I 

Or  on  the  Doria?i  reed 

\ 

Warbles  the  paftoral  fong. 

Fair  Ifis  ftands  to  hear  her  fon. 

While  fcarce  her  lifiening  waves  are  feen 
To  roll  along  the  vale. 

Their  tribute  to  the  main. 
Contentment,  there  if  thou  would’ft  deign 
To  tread,  thy  votary  fhou’d  wifh. 

Shelter’d  beneath  thy  wing, 

To  clofe  his  eve  of  life. 
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SONG. 

I. 

A  S  T  E,  Phyllis,  hade,  and  let  us  go, 


To  yonder  vocal  grove. 


Where  linnets  warble,  turtles  coo. 
And  chirping  fparrows  love. 
How  does  the  fcene  enchant  the  fight, 


How  fweet  the  zephyrs  blow  ! 


Now  is  the  feafon  for  delight. 
Hade,  hafte,  and  let  us  go. 


II. 


Ah  no,  the  fair-one  anfwers,  no, 

T oo  tempting  is  the  fcene ; 

And  fhould  a  maid  confent  to  go, 

Who  knows  what  you  might  mean  ? 
But  yet  if  love  my  fall  ordain, 

And  fate  has  fix’d  it  fo. 


Refiflance,  doubtlefs,  would  be  vain, 
In  vain  to  anfwer  no. 
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0 

AMANDAs  Birth-Day, 

* 

I. 

/%  MANDA’s  born;  the  Gods  beftow. 

Each  fome  divine  perfection. 

And  all  decreed  the  world  below 
To  her  fhou’d  pay  fubjeCtion. 

II. 

Firft  “Juno  gave  a  graceful  air, 

Minerva  underftanding ; 

Cythera' s  Goddefs  form’d  her  fair. 

And  “Jove  relpeCt-commanding. 

III. 

The  reft  employ’d  their  ev’ry  art 
To  deck  the  beauteous  maid ; 
iVhen  Cupid ;  “  Rule  each  human  heart, 

Command,  and  be  obey’d.” 
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‘ To  a  Young  Lady  at  a  Concert. 


Righteft  of  the  virgin  train. 

Seen  in  courts  or  on  the  plain ; 
Source  of  ev’ry  pain  or  joy. 

Form’d  to  fave  us,  or  deflroy ; 

If  a  thought  of  human  woe 
Can  compell  a  tear  to  flow. 

Here,  thou  beauteous  charmer,  here, 
I^xop  the  fympathizing  tear; 

In  thy  breafl  if  pity  reigns, 

Heave  a  figh  to  foothe  our  pains ; 

But,  O  blufh,  infidious  fair, 

Blulh,  while  juftice  muft  declare 
Thee  the  lovely  cruel  caufe, 

Matchlefs  maid,  of  all  our  woes. 

While  to  Mnfics  melting  flow 
Flufh’d  thy  cheeks  with  deeper  glow ; 


While 
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While  thy  love-diffuling  face 
Shone  with  more  than  native  grace ; 

While  emov’d  by  young  Defire, 

All  behold,  and  all  admire; 

% 

From  thy  eyes  forth-illuing  came. 

Many  a  dart  of  fcorching  flame. 

Round  they  flew  in  ambient  air. 

Wounding  here,  and  wounding  there ; 

Flew  in  many  a  mazy  round, 

Burning  where  they  chance  to  wound  : 

Filling  with  corrofive  pain 
Every  nerve,  and  every  vein ; 

While  the  fhort- returning  breath 
Sure-prefages  haftening  death. 

Death  in  all  his  pomp  appears, 

Crouded  with  a  thoufand  Fears. 

Phantoms  horrible  arife, 

Monfters  of  enormous  fize. 

Springing  dreadful  to  the  fight. 

Chains,  and  whips,  and  wheels  affright : 

But  nor  chain,  nor  whip,  nor  wheel, 

Equals  half  what  Lovers  feel, 

G  4  Forc’d 
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Forc’d  to  go,  yet  leave  behind 
All  that’s  fair  of  female  kind  ; 

All  that’s  fair,  fevere  decree  ! 

All  that’s  excellent ,  in  T bee. 

SONG. 

To  CELIA. 

I. 

'll  "T  THene’er  I  view  my  Celia's  face, 

*  »  What  pleafing  joys  I  prove  ! 
Where  ev’ry  bold  majeftic  grace 
Seems  mollify ’d  by  love. 

But  when  thy  winning  fmiles  advife 
My  palfion  to  explain. 

Each  love-creating  dimple  flies. 

And  only  frowns  remain. 

II. 

Refilling  thus  my  joys  to  crown, 

-This  favour  let  me  find, 

To  meet  me  always  with  a  frown, 

Or  elfe  be  ever  kind: 
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For  haply,  Celia ,  might  I  bear, 

Or  love  or  hate  alone; 

But  thus  to  hope,  and  thus  delpair. 

Is  far  too  much  for  one. 


Revenge  is  sweet. 

/^VF  Myra  long  I  beg’d  a  kifs. 

And  all  my  eloquence  apply ’d. 

Still  hoping  to  obtain  the  blifs. 

Which  flie,  ftill  refolute,  deny’d. 

At  length,  Revenge  fucceeding  prayre, 

I  vow’d  no  longer  to  entreaty 
But  forc’d  the  favour  from  the  Fair, 

And  found  that  my  Revenge  was  fweet. 


SONG, 
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I. 


WHEN  Daphne ,  form’d  by  every  grace. 
To  Li’/m  firft  was  Ihown, 


Surpriz’d  the  Powre  beheld  a  face, 

And  form  fo  like  her  own  ; 

Where  Loves  and  Smiles  the  dimply  maze 

i 

In  fweeteft  order  join. 

As  nobly  emulous  to  raife 
The  Human  to  Divine. 

II. 


Surpriz’d  the  Goddefs  faw,  and  fmil’d, 
Sweet  as  the  roly  day, 

And  thus  the  Mufe,  in  accents  mild. 
Thus,  faithful,  heard  her  fay : 
To  charms  that  envy  mud:  approve, 

I  half  my  realms  refign, 
Henceforth  content  to  reign  above  •, 

Be  Mortal  Empire  thine. 


My 
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My  LORD  and  the  DOCTOR, 


An  EPIC  R  A  M. 


S  Dr.  Benedic  ilirvcy  d 
At  his  own  coil  a  Caufeway  made, 
(For  much  to  charity  inclin’d. 

He  fought  the  good  of  humankind]) 

My  Lord  Inano  chanc’d  to  pafs, 

And  thus  began  with  front  of  brafs  j 
“  Ah,  Dodtor,  much  I  doubt  is  loft 
Of  all  this  care,  and  all  this  coft ; 

For  though  the  way  be  firm  and  even, 
’Twill  ne’er  be  found  the  way  to  Heaven.” 
“  No,  that  the  Dodtor  cries,  I  fear, 
Becaufe  I  fee  —  your  Lordihip  here.” 
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A 


and  NO  SONG, 


About  Every-thing  and  Nothing. 


Tune,  Derry  down ,  & c. 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  M.DCC.LVI. 


I. 


"T  Sing  not  of  war,  neither  fing  I  of  peace, 

Nor  wantons  my  Mufe  on  the  pleafures  of  eafe 


I  fing  not  of  Bacchus,  nor  fing  I  of  Venus, 

Of  England  or  France,  or  the  quarrel  between  us. 


II. 


What  do  I  care  how  quickly  Crown-Point  may 
furrender. 

How  foon  the  Monarque  will  play  off  his  Pretender  ? 
Let  him  fend  forty  thoufand  to  raife  a  commotion. 
We  can  fpare  room  enough  for  ’em  all — in  the  ocean. 


I  fing 
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III. 

I  fing  not  of  Grecian ,  or  Roman  mad  heroes, 

A 

Of  Ceefars  high  deeds,  or  of  impious  Nero’s -, 

/  « 

The  learning  of  Plato ,  the  language  of  Pally, 

A  Cato's  ftiflf-neck,  or  the  Macedcn  Bully. 

IV. 

I  fing  not  the  longitude  mijl  on,  or  hit  on. 

The  fchemes  of  the  French,  or  the  prowefs  of  Britain , 

4k 

Such  things  have  been  fung  of  by  twenty  before. 
And  will,  for  aught  I  know,  by  twice  twenty  more. 

V. 

I  fing  not  affairs  of  the  church  or  the  ftate. 

The  craft  of  the  priefts,  or  intrigues  of  the  great. 
What  to  me,  if  N-wc-Ji-e  will  fiill  keep  his  place, 
Or  P — tt  prove  too  honefi:  at  lafi:  for  his  Grace. 

VI. 

I  fing  not  the  fop  with  his  fair-weather  face. 

His  box  if  perfumes,  or  his  aukward  grimace ; 

Who  brags  of  amours  with  each  impudent  doxy. 

Or  laying  fo  oft  with  my  lady  —  by  proxy. 

I  fing 
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VII. 

I  fing  not  the  ogling  coquet’s  pretty  arts, 

Whofe  fmiles  make  us  flaves,  or  whofe  frowns  break 
our  hearts ; 

Who  fcorns  to  comply  till  her  bloom  is  decay’d. 
And  repenting  too  late  dies  a  wrinkled  old  maid. 

VIII. 


I  fing  not  the  prude’s  hypocritical  airs. 

Surrounded  with  whale-bone,  furrounded  with  cares ; 
Who  hates  all  the  men,  almoft  faints  at  the  fight. 
And  for  fear  of  the  Rakes  lies  with  Lacquey  at  night. 

IX. 

I  fing  not  Mifs  Fatitiy,  nor  let  I  before  you. 

The  abandon’d  exploits  of  the  daughters  of  Drury  - 
Nor  fays,  nor  fuppofes,  the  chalte  blufhing  Mufe, 
That  ladies  retire  from  the  court  to  the  flews. 

X. 

I  fing  not  the  peevifh  old-maid’s  wicked  malice. 

Still  blaming  her  fex,  and  reproving  its  follies; 

Who  calls  e’ery  bright-blooming  beauty  a  ftrumpet, 
Eecaufe  one  has  offers  that  t'other  would  jump  at. 

I  fing 
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XI. 

I  Ting  not  the  fcold  that’s  eternally  bawling. 
Eternally  ranting,  and  roaring,  and  fqualling ; 

Nor  ling  I  poor-henpeck’d  and  hornify’d  fpoufe. 
Whom,  to  bring  in  Gallants,  Madam  kicks  out 
o’th’  houfe. 

XII. 

I  fing  not  the  hot-headed  heireffes’  fchemes. 

Or  the  buxom  young  virgin’s  extatical  dreams ; 

In  raptures  refin’d  nightly  tolling  and  turning, 

And  curfing  th’  unwelcome  approach  of  the 
morning. 

XIII. 

I  fing  not  the  Blood  {forming  windows  and  doors, 
Demolifhing  watchmen,  and  beating  up  whores  ; 
With  conffables  bravely  maintaining  the  fight. 

And  lodging  fecure  in  a  roundhoufe  all  night. 

XIV. 

I  fing  not  the  fot  that’s  eternally  toping, 

With  mouth  to  receive,  or  emit,  ever  open  j 

Who 
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Who  fwears  that  all  earthly  enjoyment  and  pleafure, 

Is  to  drink  without  end,  and  to  drink  without 

\ 

meafure. 

XV. 

I  ling  not  the  fchemes  of  the  deep  politician, 

To  humble  the  French,  and  bring  down  their 
ambition ; 

And  make  their  grand  Monarque,  ab  armis  £?  a  vi. 
On  ftool  penitential  to  cry  out  peccavi. 

XVI. 

I  fing  not  how  fagely  his  provident  care. 

Builds  forts  in  Virginia,  and  caftles  in  —  air  5 
When,  alas  !  all  the  profits  his  policy  yields, 

Is  gratis  procuring  a  Seat  in  Moor-fields, 

XVII. 

I  fing  not  the  hermit  immur’d  in  a  cell, 

I 

Where  rigour  in  rags,  without  wifdom,  may  dwell; 
Nor  fing  I  the  fordid  ftill-heaping-up  Mifer, 
Growing  juft  as  much  richer,  as  t’other  grows 
wifer. 

I  fing 
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XVIII. 

I  fing  not  what  damfels  have  wilh’d  to  recover, 
Their  honour  relign’d,  when  the  tranfport  was  over  j 
Nor  ling  I  the  fweet  tempting  rofe-bud  in  June, 

The  fervour  of  May,  or  —  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 

XIX. 

* 

But  my  hearers  cry,  what  the  pox  would’ft  thou 
be  at  ? 

Thou  ling’ll  not  of  this,  neither  ling’ll  thou  of  that : 
Then  a  fig  for  the  critics,  however  they  bawl, 
Becaufe  I  fing  —  Nothing,  ’faith,  Nothing  at  all. 
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anacreontic. 

I. 

TELL  me.  Daphne ,  deareft  maid. 

Whence  that  cold  forbidding  air? 
Know,  like  Helen  thou  fhalt  fade, 

Tho’  thou  art  as  Hebe  fair. 

II. 

Soon  fhall  nimble-footed  Time, 

Stealing  on  with  filent  tread, 

Rob  thee  of  thy  vernal  prime. 

Snowing  winter  o’er  thy  head. 

III. 

Then,  my  Daphne ,  then  too  late. 

When  thy  freezing  blood  fcarce  flows, 
Shalt  thou  mourn  thy  haplefs  fate. 
Doom’d  to  nurfe  a  world  of  woes. 


Doom’d 
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IV. 

Doom’d  to  fee  thy  charms  negle&ed, 
E’ery  caft-off  lover’s  fcorn  j 

Doom’d  to  mule  on  joys  rejected, 
Joys,  ah  never  to  return! 

V. 

Mark  yon  flaunting  tulip’s  pride. 

Vainly  lord  it  o’er  the  reft; 

And  with  richeft  tindlure  dy’d. 

Yon  carnation’s  gaudy  veft. 

VI. 

While  that  lovely  flfter-rofe 

Warns  thee  feize  the  flying  hour, 

See,  it  fhoots,  it  buds,  it  blows. 
Withers,  dies,  and  is  no  more. 

VII. 

Striking  emblems  of  thy  fate. 

How  their  fragrant  beauties  fhine, 

Bloom  with  Sol’s  meridian  heat, 
Drooping  as  his  rays  decline ! 


« 
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VIII. 


Why  then  wilt  thou  flight  that  truth, 

\  # 

Which  the  Gods  themfelves  approve : 
Why  contemn  the  joys  of  youth, 

Why  reject  the  foul  of  love  ? 


IX. 

Rather,  fince  our  youth  decays. 
And  our  bloom  fo  fwiftly  flies. 
We  fhould  ufe  our  vernal  days, 
E’er  the  florins  of  age  arife. 

X. 

Tell  me  then,  thou  dearefl  maid, 

...r  / 

Whence  that  cold  forbidding  air, 

•  t  f  ^  •  •  » 

Since  like  Helen  thou  fhalt  fade. 
Though  thou  art  as  Hebe  fair  ? 


SONG. 
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SONG. 

I. 

TT  THEN  Celia  frowning  mock’d  my  prayres, 

*  »  My  fighs  and  lamentations, 

I  bore  the  little^  tyrant’s  airs 

1 

With  fortitude  and  patience : 

With  patience  all  her  pride  I  bore, 

Convinc’d  the  cafe  was  common, 

Nor  once  imagin’d  Celia  more 
Than  merely  mortal  woman. 

II. 

But  when  a  fmile  adorn’d  her  face, 

Scarce  held  from  adoration, 

I  own’d  the  maid  of  heavenly  race. 

Yet  mourn’d  the  transformation  : 

For  while  fhe  frown’d,  a  fearful  awe 
For  fuch  prefumption.  chid  me ; 

But  when  her  charming  fmiles  I  faw, 

Thofe  charming  fmiles  undid  me. 

H  3  AN 
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I 

A  N 

O  D  E: 

Praraphrafed  from  Exodus  the  XVth. 

I. 

I 

“'*£7’  E  mortal  choirs,  your  voices  raife. 

And  let  your  mingled  praifes  flow ; 
Pour  to  the  Lord  the  living  lays,  — • 

He  triumphs  glorious  o’er  the  foe : 

The  horfe  and  crefted  rider  hath  he  flain. 

And  whelm’d  the  pride  of  Egypt  in  the  main. 

He  cloathes  with  finewy  ftrength  mine  arm, 
And  fcreens  me  from  all  hoftile  harm ; 

Of  Him  proceeds  my  fong: 

He  is  my  Father  s  God  and  mine j 
I’ll  offer  at  his  hallow’d  fhrine 
The  tribute  of  my  tongue : 

’Tis  His  the  rage  of  wafteful  war  to  tame  j 
The  Lord,  the  God  of  Gods,  Jehovah  is  his  name. 


The 
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II. 


The  wheels  of  brafs,  the  rattling  car. 

Stern  Pharoah  and  his  banner’d  hoft. 

His  cholen  Chiefs,  his  heeds  of  war. 

Beneath  the  briny  waves  are  loft : 

On  beds  of  ooze  his  helmed  legions  lie. 

Wrapt  in  th’  embrace  of  pale  mortality. 

What  terror  fhook  the  rebel  crew, 

When  the  difparted  floods  they  view. 

In  dreadful  pomp  return! 

They  ftrove,  but  all  their  powres  were  vain, 
They  ftrove  the  diftant  fhore  to  gain. 

And  fly  the  watery  urn: 

Ever  on  thee,  O  Lord ,  fuccefs  attends, 

And  to  thy  dreadful  fcourge  the  haughtieft  hero  bends. 


III. 


Yes,  —  Egypt's  monarch  deigns  to  bow 
Before  thy  thunder-winged  ftroke. 


Who  dar’d  profefs  himfelf  thy  foe, 

Who  dar’d  thy  flumbering  wrath  provoke  : 


His 
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His  favage  youth  diffolve  before  thine  ire, 

As  yields  the  crackling  flubble  to  the  fire. 

Thy  fpirit  breathes  along  the  tide, 

When  lo  !  the  willing  waves  divide. 

And  leave  a  path  between ; 

On  either  hand  the  yawning  deep. 

Each  ruffian  tempeft  huffi’d  to  fleep, 

In  ftill  fufpence  is  fee n : 

Old  Ocean  calms  his  breafi  from  ffiore  to  ffiore, 

To  recognize  the  blafl  of  thy  fuperior  powre. 

IV. 

Come  we,  then  cries  th’  infulting  crew, 

Lo,  Jfrael's  daffard  tribes  in  fight ! 

Let  us  yon  curfed  feed  purfue. 

Let  us  arreff  them  in  their  flight : 

Our  vi&or  hands  ffiall  wounds,  ffiall  death,  impart, 
And  fheathe  our  poiniards  in  each  Aliens  heart. 
How  vain  their  threats  !  —  At  thy  command. 
The  winds  defcended  from  the  land, 

%  i'  0  9 

And  bade  the  ocean  roar ; 

Aghafl  th'  aflonifh’d  legions  flood, 

Now  toil'd  amidfl  the  clofing  flood. 

Then  funk,  to  rife  no  more  : 
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Beep-plung’d  beneath  the  fwift-avenging  wave, 
All  /har’d  one  common  fate,  all  found  one  wa¬ 
tery  grave. 

V. 

Eternal  Ruler  of  the  fky  ! 

Who,  ’mongft  the  Mighty ,  e’er  /hall  dare 
To  rival  thy  dread  maje/ly, 

Thy  /anility,  and  ftrength  in  war  ■, 

Whofe  word  is  conqueil,  and  whofe  will  is  fate. 
And  on  whofe  nod  immortal  trophies  wait  ? 

No  more  thy  favourite  people  groan. 
Low-bending  to  a  tyrant’s  frown, 

A  tyrant  proud  and  vain ; 

Thy  might,  thy  mercy,  fpake  them  free. 

And  bade  them  /pring  to  liberty. 

From  bondage  and  from  pain: 

They  faw,  they  felt,  they  blefs’d  thy  guar¬ 
dian  powre. 

That  taught  their  dying  feet  to  reach  the  wifli’d- 
for  fhore. 


The 
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VI. 

The  Nations  round  fhall  hear  thy  fame. 

Then  droop  their  heads  furcharg’d  with  woe ; 
Proud  Palejiine  fhall  dread  thy  name, 

Great  Moab's  eyes  with  grief  o’erflow; 
Canaan  fhall  quake  with  horror  and  difmay. 

And  trembling  Edom  own  thy  fovereign  fway  : 
Fear  fhall  the  Pagans  heart  alarm. 

What  time  he  fees  thy  flretch’d-out  arm 
Shake  the  vindidtive  rod; 

His  tongue  a  death-like  filence  feize, 

% 

Chill  tremors  fmite  his  tottering  knees. 

At  thy  all-powerful  nod : 

’Till  Jfrael's  wandering  offspring  have  poflefs’d 
The  manfion  of  their  hope,  the  Land  of  promis' d  Reji. 

VII. 

And  lo  !  I  fee  through  future  time, 

Majeftic  Salem's  towres  arife : 

Fair  Sion  rears  her  creft  fublime. 

And  lifts  her  temple  to  the  Ikies : 


There 
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There  fhall  they  dwell ;  Thou,  Lord,  (halt  reign 
their  King, 

And  o’er  thy  Chofen  fpread  thy  foftering  wing. 

Who  fhall  thy  fix’d  refblve  withftand, 

Jehovah  !  —  at  whole  high  command. 

We  faw  the  waters  join ; 

We  faw  the  fell  Egyptian  train, 

Immers’d  beneath  the  whelming  main, 
Proclaim  thy  powre  divine ; 

While  fafe  and  fearlefs,  thro’  the  opening  wafte. 
Led  by  their  heavenly  Guide,  thy  favour’d  Peo- 

I  > 

pie  pafs’d. 
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The  DOUBLE  SINNER, 

An  EPIGRAM. 

- Turpi s  avarus 

Quczrit,  &  invent! s  mifer  abjlinct ,  ac  timet  uti. 

\ 

QEL F-Prefervation  was  an  Indind  given 
C-J  To  every  animal  by  bounteous  Heaven  ; 

c  *  •  «  t  * 

Whole  didates  prompt  us,  and  whole  mandates  bind, 
At  once  to  love  Ourfelves  and  all  our  Kind. 

But  Self,  the  fird,  demands  our  faving  care ; 

And  next,  our  Neighbour  claims  an  equal  fhare. 
Within  our  bread  ’tis  nature’s  drong  decree, 

And  none,  her  laws  trail  fgrefling,  fhall  be  free. 

Then  fare  the  man  who  burns  with  Lucre’s  Third, 
As  fird  of  wretches,  is  of  finners  fird ; 

Whofe  coffers  teeming  with  unhallow’d  pelf. 

At  once  defraud  his  Neighbour  and  Him  (elf. 


:pig. 
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EPIGRAM. 

CHLOE  has  charms  divine,  ’tis  true.. 
But  fhe  has  faults  infernal  too. 
Extradl  the  Bad,  you’re  fure  to  find 
A  perfect  Angel  left  behind: 

But  take  the  Good,  and  leave  the  Evil, 
Remains  alas !  —  a  very  Devil. 


A  Reasonable  Re  qjj  e  s  t. 


XT OW,  by  my  faith,  my  honour,  and  my  pride, 
■*“  Horatio  cries  to  his  new-married  bride. 

By  all  that’s  good  below,  and  bleft  above, 

Since  thou  haft  crown’d  me  with  thy  virtuous  love  ; 
And  by  the  joys  that  virtue  hath  in  ftore  — 

I  ne’er  will  know  one  wicked  wanton  more. 

Nay,  good  my  Lord,  my  Love,  and  only  Life, 
His  Lady  cries,  you  Jhould  except  your  wife. 


EPIG. 


iio 
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epigram. 


JVT  U  C  H  better  than  herfelf,  you  fwear, 

'■"You  know  that  Araminta's  fair. 

\ 

You  fay  (he’s  chafe ;  it  may  be  true ; 

But  That  Jhe  better  knows  than  you. 


Imitated  from  Abstemius. 

I. 

TV  yTY  Lord,  who  in  a  fingle  ftate 
His  feventieth  year  had  part, 
Refolv’d,  fo  maggots  mov’d  his  pate. 

To  wed  a  girl  at  laft. 

II. 

But  when  my  Lady’s  due  demands 
His  Lordihip  could  not  pay. 

And  night  hung  heavy  on  his  hands. 

He  figh’d,  and  us’d  to  fay: 

“  Sweetly 


i 


MISCELLANIES. 


1 1 1 


III. 


cc 


Sweetly,  indeed,  I  mull  allow. 
That  I  have  led  my  life : 
A  wife  I  wanted  once  j  but  now 
I’m  wanting  to  my  wife.’ 


IT’S  ALL  FOUND  OUT. 


A  TALE. 


TT  THEN  riling  Phcebus  pours  the  purple  morn, 
*  ™  And  pearly  dew-drops  fparkle  on  the  thorn ; 
Where  lucid  Eden  leads  his  waves  along. 

Not  flowly  dull,  nor  boifteroufly  drong; 

I  wander’d,  devious,  and  in  homely  lay. 

Thus  boldly  chid  the  God  of  Verfe  and  Day. 

N 

With  what  drange  third:  for  meanelt  fallhood  fir’d. 
By  thy  prepoderous  deity  infpir’d, 

Have  ancient  bards  aflerted  that  the  Gods, 
Defending  joyful  from  their  bled  abodes, 

Have  quitted  oft  fome  heavenly  beauty’s  charms. 
To  court  a  mortal  maiden  to  their  arms. 


To 


* 
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To  win  the  Fair  within  the  brazen  tower. 

Great  Jove  himfelf  defcended  in  a  Shower ; 

And  having  try’d  a  thoufand  wanton  wiles, 

W  as  forc’d,  at  lafl,  to  trickle  through  the  tiles. 

For  Leila's  charms,  the  God  became  a  Swan ; 
And  pafs’d  with  fair  Alcmena  for  a  Man. 

In  all  the  fplendour  of  a  God  array’d, 

He  woo’d  and  won  th’  ambitious  Lheban  maid: 
And  unfufpedting,  chafle  Europa  mourns 
His  gilded  Hoofs,  and  his  deceitful  Horns. 

Stout  Hercules ,  for  love  of  Lydia's  Queen, 

Laid  by  his  crab-tree  flaff  and  lion’s  fkin, 

And  fir’d  with  hopes  the  dowdy  jade  of  winning, 
Set  his  rough  fingers  luflily  to  J pinning  ; 

And  for  his  broken  threads  was  oft  content 
To  bear  the  Jlipper's  flave-born  chaflifement. 

Struck  with  a  Mortal’s  form  thyfelf,  Apollo , 
Young  Daphne  coyly  flying,  us’d  to  follow; 

And  panting,  puffing,  wheazing  would’fl  thou  cry, 
“  You  know  not,  cruel  creature,  whom  you  fly; 

A  God  am  I,  the  God  who  gives  the  day. 

The  God  of  verfe ;  ah !  cruel  Daphne,  flay : 


Stay, 
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”3 

Stay,  Daphne ,  flay,  and  lend  a  pitying  ear  ; 

Behold  my  chin,  and  banifh  every  fear.” 

But  flill  flie  fled,  and  told  Thee  too,  fhe  fear’d 
She  ne’er  could  like  a  God  without  a  beard. 

Such  pranks  as  thefe,  as  all  thy  tribe  will  fay. 

And  twenty  more,  your  Godfhips  us’d  to  play: 

But  falfe  their  tales :  for  never  vet  a  God, 

To  earth  defcended,  and  a  virgin  woo’d ; 

Or  fure  Amanda ,  fairefl  of  the  Fair, 

Had  got  of  fuiter-deities  her  fliare ; 

Alone  poor  fpoufes  might  at  home  have  flaid, 
Pofl-hafle  all  Heav’n  had  hy’d  to  court  the  maid: 
But  all  their  tales  are  foolifh  and  untrue. 

The  author,  Phoebus,  of  that  falfhood,  you. 

The  God  good-natur’d,  calmly-fmiling,  heard, 

And  kindly  thus  my  maze  of  error  clear’d. 

i 

Nor  I  thofe  tales,  nor  yet  the  poets,  feign’d. 

For  Gods,  in  days  of  yore,  would  oft  defcend. 
Amanda  too  is  fairefl  of  the  Fair, 

But  Gods  are  not  fo  wanton  as  they  were. 

3ur  captain  Jove  hath  little  need  to  roam, 
iimfelf  mull  flay,  to  keep  his  wife,  at  home. 

I  -  Of 
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Of  all  the  reft  extin 61  the  wonted  flame, 

They  love  not  now,  as  once,  their  amorous  game. 
And  well  for  Thee,  elfe  long  ago  the  Maid, 

From  thy  embrace,  to  heaven  had  been  convey’d; 
And  Thou  repin’d  on  earth,  while  She  above, 
Had  reign’d  the  Confort  of  imperial  Jove. 

ODE. 

I. 

"X  T  E  N  U  S,  ever  gay  and  young, 

*  Hear,  O  hear,  my  plaintive  fong ; 
Softly  while  my  numbers  flow. 

Sadly  tun’d  to  tales  of  woe, 

Make  a  rebel  nymph  adore. 

Gentle  Queen;  thy  flighted  powre: 

Venus ,  ever  fair  and  young, 

Liften  to  my  plaintive  fong. 

II. 

Cupid,  ever  kind  and  free. 

Next  I  pay  my  vows  to  Thee 


Fiercely 
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Fiercely  rankling  in  her  heart. 

Let  her  feel  the  fiery  dart, 

Feel  the  dart,  and  feeling  prove 
All  the  pains  of  flighted  love  : 

Cupid,  ever  kind  and  free, 

Thus  I  pay  my  vows  to  Thee. 


III. 

See,  accepted  is  my  prayre, _ 

Mark  that  penfive  look  and  air. 
As  beneath  yon  cyprefs  fhade 
Mourns  the  melancholy  maid  , 
While  her  gently-heaving  breafl: 
Tells  me  I  Ihall  foon  be  bleft. 
See,  accepted  is  my  prayre. 
Cell  a  will  be  kind  as  fair. 


I 


SONG. 


- 
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\ 

SONG. 

i 

I. 

TN  vain.  Philander,  you  purfue 
What  you  muft  ne’er  obtain. 

In  vain  you  drefs,  in  vain  you  woo, 

And  figh  and  vow  in  vain : 

Your  airy  vows  and  rich  attire 
To  me  no  joys  impart, 

’Tis  naked  truth  that  I  admire, 

And  honefty  of  heart. 

II. 

Behold  upon  yon  flowery  lawn, 

A  fimple  fhepherd  lies, 

Who  marks  each  virtue  for  his  own, 

\ 

Nor  knows  a  mean  difguife  : 

His  garb  is  plain,  his  vows  are  true, 

In  artlefs  beauty  dreft; 

Let  Him  fay  half  as  much  as  You, 

I’ll  make  him  doubly  blefl. 

;  ,  An 
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An  UNEXPECTED  VISIT. 


1 

N  E  morning,  when  May  had  enliven’d  my 

* 

fancy, 

Relblving  to  paint  the  perfections  of  Nancy, 

I  calld  upon  P bcebus,  as  common  the  cafe  is. 

To  deck  the  dear  pourtrait  with  numberlefs  graces. 
As  tender,  yet  bold,  and  as  foft,  yet  as  ftrong. 

As  the  nymph  was  obliging,  and  modeft,  and  young  • 
With  love  in  her  looks,  and  with  eafe  in  her  air, 
Beth  worthy  the  Painter,  and  worthy  the  Fair; 
Where  the  beauties  of  art,  and  of  nature  ihould  center, 
Both  worthy  the  Fair-one,  and  worthy  the  Painter : 
Uniting  at  once  in  the  noble  defign, 

O  3 

What  fancy  could  form,  or  what  take  could  refine. 
Then  placing  my  paper,  and  drawing  my  chair, 

And  turning  my  mind  from  the  God  to  the  Fair, 
Immers  a  in  the  pool  of  profound  cogitation, 

I  quickly  forgot  all  my  former  oration. 

For  little  I  dreamt  that  his  Highnefs  would  hear. 

Till  inflant  a  bountiful  box  on  the  car 

^  3  Afforded 


, 
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Afforded  his  vot’ry  no  caufe  to  complain 

That  his  prayre  was  negledled,  and  vented  in  vain. 

Then  flaring  diflradled  with  over-grown  ire, 

He  fputter’d  and  foam’d  like  a  crab  in  the  fire : 

He  fputter’d  and  foam’d,  and  he  foam’d  and  he 
fputter’d, 

Tho’  no  one  alive  could  conceive  what  he  utter’d. 
Yet  flamping,  and  chafing,  and  bouncing  and 
jumping, 

His  meaning  I  too  plainly  guefs’d  by  his  mumping. 

But  flriving  his  paffion  at  length  to  affuage, 

And  finding  a  vent-hole  to  pour  out  his  rage, 

He  call’d  me,  as  loud  as  his  Lordfhip  could  bellow, 
A  faucy,  prefuming,  impertinent  fellow : 

And  rearing  his  fill  fo  tremendous  to  boot, 

(For  the  fill  of  a  God  is  as  big  as  one’s  foot) 
Advis’d,  if  I  chofe  to  efcape  a  difafler, 

To  quit  an  attempt  full  enough  for  my  mailer. 
Quite  flartled  to  think  what  a  drubbing  might 
follow, 

I  vow’d  to  defifl  —  and  away  flew  Apollo. 


SONG. 
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I. 

T  OVELY  ty/w*,  Colin  cries, 

Panting  breathlefs  o’er  the  plain. 
Tell  me  why  my  Fair-one  flies. 

Why  the  flies  her  faithful  twain  ? 
Sweeter  than  the  morning  air. 
Brighter  than  this  Evening  fky; 

Tell  me,  ever-lovely  Fair, 

I  adjure  thee,  tell  me  why.' 


II. 

Simple  Shepherd,  fhe  replies. 
Novice  in  the  wiles  of  love, 
Forward  call:  thy  drooping  eyes. 
View  yon  fhady  cyprefs  grove : 
There,  no  living  creature  near, 
Hope  of  further  flight  were  vain  ; 
Nothing  then  had’fl  thou  to  fear, 

-  There  to  none  could  /  complain. 

I  4 
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•AN 

IRREGULAR  ODE 

T  O 

BRITANNIA. 

•  ,  ■  ^ 

*  *  *■  %  «  i  ^ 

I. 

A  WAY,  fantaftic  joys,  away! 

.A.  Ye  drive  at  this  high  hour  in  vain 
To  lure  me  with  your  fyren  lay  ; 

I  will  not  liften  to  the  drain. 

A  nobler  theme  infpires  the  fong : 

And  now  I  join  the  tuneful  throng 
Of  Britijh  Bards,  that  glow  with  patriot  fire, 
And  roufe  to  extafy  the  warbling  lyre. 

II. 

Hark  !  as  I  fweep  with  bolder  hand 
The  founding  chords,  on  every  gale 
Soft  Echo  borne  along  the  vale, 

Salutes  with  filial  praife  my  native  land  : 

“  All 
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“  All  hail,  Britannia ,  Queen  of  illes ! 

On  thee  ftern  Mars  indulgent  fmiles. 
Indulgent  gives  thy  hardy  fons  to  ride 
Secure  and  dauntlefs  o’er  the  foaming  tide. 

I 

With  Fancy’s  eye,  with  Fancy’s  ear, 

I  often  fee,  I  often  hear, 

Amid  thy  gloomy  groves  the  giant  oak 
Low-bend  and  echo  to  the  woodman’s  flroke : 

Nor  fall  thy  lofty  oaks  in  vain ; 

Form’d  into  floating  towres  they  brave 
The  tenfold  fury  of  the  dafhing  wave. 

And  bear  thy  red-crofs  banners  o’er  the  fubjedl  main. 

'  V 

III. 

’Tis  not  alone  thy  foes  to  tame, 

And  on  their  ruin  raife  thy  fame, 

Thofe  fylvan  honours  from  thy  breaft  are  torn  ; 

Thy  falling  forefts  lend  their  aid 

The  wilds  of  ocean  to  pervade, 

And  waft  a  copious  tribute  to  thy  bourn : 

Commerce  invokes  propitious  gales  ;  — 

They  rife  to  fwell  the  flying  fails : 

Now 
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Now  thy  fair  coaft  falutes  her  eyes ; 

Glad  Hope  now  bids  her  clap  her  wing ; 

Bids  the  exulting  Seaman  fing, 

Who  kens  the  well-known  cliffs  of  towering  Albion  rife. 

IV. 

What  though  thy  martial  thunders  roar. 
Sounding  tremendous  o’er  the  deep. 

To  bid  perfidious  Gallia s  fhore 
Her  flaughter’d  fons  and  fhatter’d  bulwarks  weep  ? 
What  though  amid  your  rocks  immur’d, j 

Amid  the  circling  feas  fecur’d, 

% 

You  fit  ferene 

The  World’s  great  Queen, 

Nor  dread  the  infults  of  th’  invading  foe  ?  — 
What  tho’,  when  foftering  breezes  rife. 

To  diftant  realms  gay  Commerce  flies, 

To  bid  thy  lap  with  foreign  plenty  flow  ?  — 
Elate  with  pride,  thou  may’fl:  not  fay, 

“  ’Tis  affluence  and  ’tis  potent  fway, 

“  That  make  Britannia  bleft.” 

It  is  not  wealth  and  fceptred  power : 

By  bounteous  Heaven  was  lent  a  fairer  dower, 

To  fill  with  higher  glee  thy  every  Britons  breafl:. 
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V. 

Ah  !  who  is  She,  loft-gliding  on  my  light, 

That  angel  form  in  fnow-white  robes  array’d  ? 
’Tis  She,  fair  fountain  of  fupreme  delight ! 

’Tis  She  fo  long  the  Briton’s  heart  hath  fway’d  : 

Who  calls  Her  his,  and  glories  in  her  reign.  • 

The  Nymph  of  yore,  as  yet  a  child, 

#-  * 

A  Patriot  Prince,  O  Britain ,  found, 

Whofe  arm  foon  rear’d  her  from  the  ground : 

$ 

Chearful  fhe  look’d,  and  fweetly  fmil’d. 

And  fiourilh’d  fair  beneath  his  foftering  hand. 
Around  his  throne  fhe  lov’d  to  (port, 

The  little  Favourite  of  his  court. 

Till  fell  thy  Sire  at  Delliny’s  command : 

But  falling  he  bequeath’d  the  Maid  to  Thee  } 

Then  bade  her  blefs  thy  Sons,  and  nam’d  her 
Liberty, 


A  SUIT- 


She  chears  with  influence  bland  the  toiling  fwain 
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^  SUITABLE  RETURN, 

/  /  * 

I. 

'  Tf  U  vain  didrefsful  Damon  fu’d, 

Fair  Cilia  s  love  to  gain. 

For  when  the  Shepherd  warmed  woo’d, 

She  met  him  with  difdain. 

In  fhort,  whate’er  he  laid  or  did, 

Twas  foolifh,  and  ’twas  wrontr, 

O3 

She  always  blam’d,  and  always  bid 
The  Looby  hold  his  tongue. 

II. 

/ 

Her  voice  the  gentle  Boy  obey’d, 

T'no’  much  again  d  his  Mind, 

And  kept  his  mourning  from  the  Maid, 

Within  his  bread  confin’d. 

%• 

Midaking  filence  for  a  cure. 

When  Celia  this  had  feen. 

The  thought  unable  to  endure, 

She  broke  her  heart  with  fpleen. 
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epigram. 

^  1  H  AT  Niger  hath  one  only  vice. 

Is  by  his  very  foes  confeft ; 

But  here  alas !  the  mifchief  lies, 

’Tis  one  compos’d  of  all  the  rejl. 

An  ODE  on  the  Cold-Bath. 

# 

Written  in  the  Beginning  of  Winter . 

(O  Heath  d  in  an  icy  mail,  and  plum’d  with  fnows, 
Bleak  Winter  drives  his  tempefts  from  the  pole  - 
Around  his  head  the  deafening  whirlwind  blows, 
Bv.neu.th  his  feet  dank  vapours  ever  roll. 

At  his  approach  Hygeia  wings  her  way  •  — 

Each  fuppliant  drives  to  flay  her  flight  in  vain ;  ’ 

Yet,  as  fhe  flies,  methinks  die  deigns  to  fay, 

“  1  may  return  when  April  blooms  again.” 

*  .  / 

Soon 
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Soon  as  dull  Morpheus,  riding  on  the  night, 


Ceafes  to  bathe  mine  eyes  in  flumberous  dew. 


What  time  Aurora,  harbinger  of  light, 

Waves  o’er  the  eaftern  hills  her  banners  blue- 

Ill  fiequent  leek  feme  fountain  cold  and  clear. 

To  woo  the  Naiad  oer  her  filver  urn  j 
Perchance  the  Naiad  will  be  kind  as  fair, 

,  And  bid  Hygeia,  ere  the  lpring,  return : 

For  oft,  I  ween,  within  the  lucid  wave, 

Her  polilh’d  limbs  Ihe  fees  the  rofe-lip’d  Goddefs  lave. 


EPIGRAM. 


FI  AT  Fido's  not  a  Fool,  is  true. 
Or  elfe  he  is  a  Lyar  too; 
For  this  I’ll  take  my  oath  upon. 
That  Fido  told  me  he  was  none- 
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TAKE  THIS  AND  BE  THRIFTY. 


To  a  Young  Lady  with  a  Needle  threaded  with  green  Silk. 


I. 


TT  .OVELIEST  of  the  lovely  kind, 
^  Faireft  of  the  blooming  fair. 
Thou,  in  whom  the  Graces  join’d 


1  & 


Speak  thee  Heaven’s  peculiar  care  ; 

Take  the  gift  that  friendfhip  brings. 

Hear  the  fong  that  nature  lings. 

II. 

Emblem  of  thy  beauteous  face , 

Is  tbe  polilh’d  Needle  feen ; 

Emblem  of  each  inward  grace., 

Nature’s  never-fading  green ; 

Still  fupplying  frelh  delight 
To  the  ftill-admiring  fight. 

Stor’d 


128 


MISCELLANIES 

4 

III. 


Stor’d  in  Thee  the  darts  of  love , 
Does  the  piercing  point  declare  ; 
And  a  cafual  wound  may  prove 
Much  thy  torment  and  thy  care 
While  the  purple  current  {hews 
Many  a  bleeding  lover’s  woes. 

IV. 

Then  too  late  my  Fair  (hall  mourn, 
When  {lie  views  the  clouded  bier ; 
Heave  a  figh,  and  in  her  turn, 

Drop  an  unavailing  tear : 

Sighs  are  vented  to  the  wind. 

Tears  are  vain,  —  the  grave  is  blind. 

V. 

Pleafure  calls;  —  unus’d  abide, 

Lay  awhile  the  gay  machine  : 
Where  is  now  its  glittering  pride  ? 

See  how  rujl  has  chang’d  the  feene  l 
Soon  its  boafted  beauty’s  flown  ; 
Soon  alas !  will  fly  thine  own. 

mt 


♦ 


•  - 


Mila 


Brighter  grows  it,  us’d  with  care; 

Till  by  fome  unhappy  ftroke. 
Knaps  at  once  the  brittle  lpear. 

In  a  hundred  fragments  broke  : 

Like,  how  like  the  fituation 

.  ✓ 

Of  the  Sp  £ ‘ cik*  and  v ( ' p^ cifi on  1 

VII. 

Parent  of  my  infant  mute, 

Opening  bud  of  every  joy, 

Hear  thy  poet,  nor  refufe 
Thefe  his  precepts  to  employ  : 

So  may  every  good  befriend  thee. 

So  may  every  blifs  attend  thee  ! 


UNA- 

'  j 
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UNANIMITY. 

Occajioned  by  the  Report  that  an  Expedition  to  the 
Coajl  of  France  had  mifcarried ,  through  Dijfen~ 
tion  among  the  Commanders. 

TF  ever  Fortune  fails  to  blefs 
Our  undertakings  with  fuccefs, 

When  we  have  reafon  to  confide 
She  could  not  well  forfake  our  fide  ; 

Of  confequence  we  call  about. 

To  fearch  the  fecret  caufes  out. 

For  if  we  go  with  willing  mind, 

Occafion  feldom  lags  behind  : 

And  Fortune,  rightly  we  are  told, 

Supports  the  adlive  and  the  bold. 

Thus  late  to  make  a  woful  rout, 

t 

A  mighty  Fleet  was  fitted  out, 

And  leaders  moll  tremendous  chofen, 

The  K — ’s,  the  D — ’s,  and  Lord-knows * 

ivhofe  men . 


Refolv’d 
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Refolv’d  to  conquer,  or  to  die. 

To  faithlefs  France  the  warriors  fly. 

Where  thoufands,  ftruck  with  hidden  dread, - 
From  fuch  a  force  full  wifely  fled  ; 

And  leaving  quick  their  naked  coafl. 

Gave  towns  and  cities  up  for  loft  : 

While  provinces  we  deem’d  our  own. 

And  Louis  trembled  for  his  crown. 

When  ftrait  a  ftrange  dilpute  arofe. 

Who  firft  Ihould  —  tweak  him  by  the  ncle.- 
A  council’s  call’d ;  debates  are  high  ; 

I'll  do’t  fays  one ,  although  I  die. 

Nay,  cries  a  fecond, ,  all  agree. 

That  bufinefs  comes  of  courfe  to  me, 

And  therefore  in  the  world’s  defpite, 

I  muft,  and  will,  maintain  my  Right. 

But  cries  another,  good  my  friends. 

You’ll  neither  of  you  gain  your  ends  5' 

And  therefore,  in  a  Angle  word, 

Relign  the  claim,  or  meet  my  fword. 

Wmlc  tnus  each  breaft  with  rancour  burnsy 
Oceaflon  flies  ;  the  Fleet  returns : 

K  2-  And 
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;’|  .  And  Britain's  told,  with  fhamelefs  face, 

Of  want  of  time,  and  want  of  place, 

And  want  of  wind,  and  want  of  force. 

And  wants  enow  —  to  choak  a  horfe  : 
When  all  their  wants,  at  length,  we  fee, 
Prove  want  of  Unanimity. 

“  Hence,  Britons,  by  experience  learn, 
Your  real  intereft  to  difcern ; 

Leave  railings  off,  and  come  to  blows  ; 

But  fpare  your  friends,  and  drub  your  foes.” 


PRO- 


Nec  vos  decipiant  blcindct  bbdond&ciu  Ltnguco. 

O  VlSJr. 

% 

V 


PROBABILITY. 


(  *35  ) 


PROBABILITY. 

A  TALE. 

Humbly  addrefied  to  all  thole  whom  it  may  concern 

Nec  vos  decipiant  bland#  Mendacia  Lingua.  Ovid. 

I  % 

r~\LD  Men  and  ’Travellers  may  lie, 

^  You  tell  us,  by  Authority. 

Nor  yet  can  this  a  licence  give. 

To  fay  what  no  one  can  believe : 

No  5  thy  Relation  hill  Ihould  be 
Confin’d  to  Probability. 

A  dolphin  fporting  in  the  woods, 

A  boar  inhabiting  the  floods ; 

A  mermaid  fucking  Celia’s  pap. 

An  elephant  on  Delias  lap ; 

A  prude,  who  ever  was  afraid 
She  fhould  not  die  a  —  fpotlefs  maid  j 

K  4 


Are 
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Are  things,  tne  greated  fool  may  lee, 
That  ne’er  have  been,  nor  e’er  can  be. 
And  whatfoe’er  in  fuch  a  {train 
Is  told  us,  all  the  labour’s  vain. 

We  can’t  implicitly  believe. 

And  pin  our  faith  upon  thy  lleeve, 
When,  not  content  with  fimple  fictions. 
Thou  giv’d  us  open  contradictions. 

Let  all  thy  dories  therefore  be 
Confin’d  to  Probability . 

Had  he  obferv’d  this  golden  rule, 

(For,  ’faith,  the  fellow  was  no  fool) 

I  knew  an  honed  Country-f quire , 

Who  might  have  drone  a  charming  lyar. 
His  Meaning  though  was  no  way  bad, 
But  only  ’twas  a  knack  he  had ; 

At  fchocl  contracted,  when  a  boy. 
Where  oft  the  waggidi  lads  employ 
Their  idle  hours  in  nobly  trying 
Whofe  talent  is  the  bed  at  lying, 

While  for  the  viCtor  is  decreed 
A  plumb  or  pear,  the  glorious  meed. 


Here 


J37 


MISCELLANIES. 

Here  Bob  from  all  the  other  boys, 
Triumphant  us’d  to  bear  the  prize; 

Till  at  the  laft  his  name  was  grown 
To  fuch  a  wonder  of  renown. 

That  did  our  hero  mount  the  Eage, 

None  elfe  would  venture  to  engage. 

For  like  to  Philip's  conquering  Son, 

The  mighty  prince  of  Maccdon, 

Fair  Vidory  fate  perch’d  for  ever. 

Upon  the  corner  of  his  beaver. 

And  cuEom,  that’s  the  truth  o’  th’  matter. 
Was  now  become  a  fecond  nature. 

Perhaps,  a  vain  delire  of  glory 
Alight  help  to  f w ell  the  pompous  Eory  i 
But  that  concerns  not  thee  or  me, 

Accufe  him  when  thyfelf  art  free. 

Suffice,  my  friend,  fuffice  it  now, 

/ 

Per  me  to  tell,  or  thee  to  know, 
lie  iicid  fucceeaed  wondrous  well, 

Had  he  obferved  the  Probable. 

Yet  was  this  rule  fo  often  broke. 

That  none  behev  d  a  word  he  Ipoke. 


Believe 
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Believe  him,  or  believe  him  not. 

The  'Squire  regarded  ne’er  a  jot ; 

’Twas  quite  the  fame;  he  ftill  went  on. 

To  tell  what  wonders  he  had  done. 

One  night,  ere  yet  expe&ed  down. 

To  country-feat  from  fmoky  town, 

Where  Buck  had  been,  two  days  before. 

To  fee  a  play,  and  —  nothing  more; 

When  all  the  happy  home  were  let 
To  whiff,  backgammon,  or  picquet,  1 
And  each  was  merry  blythe  and  free. 

As  health  and  innocence  could  be ; 

In  bolts  the  'Squire :  —  but  what  a  fight  1 
Was  ever  fuch  a  woful  wight ! 

O 

Inch-deep  his  boots  were  daub’d  with  dirt 
In  tatters  hung  his  bloody  fhirt. 

Of  jockey-fize  his  velvet  cap, 

(O  fortune  dire,  O  hard  mifhap  ; 

r 

A  fight  how  doleful  to  be  feen  !) 

In  puddle  moft  profound  had  been; 

His  buckjkins ,  late  both  neat  and  new. 

Were  wet  and  dir  ted  through  and  through 

la 
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In  fhort  our  hero’s  happy  drefs. 

From  head  to  foot  might  well  exprels, 

Affifted  by  his  batter’d  face, 

The  dreadful  tidings  of  his  cale. 

A.  china-jar,  he  Humbling,  broke. 

Then  fmack’d  his  whip,  and  thus  he  fpoke. 

Fleie  Is t'd)  you  fcoundrel,  whorefon,  here. 
Go  fetch  me  that  there  full  of  beer : 

And  let  it  be,  my  honed;  Ned, 

The  ftrongeft,  or  I’ll  break  your  head. 

Do  you,  my  pretty  Poll,  take  care 
A  toaft  and  nutmeg  to  prepare.” 

The  oeer  was  to  his  order  brought. 

And  thrice  he  took  a  hearty  draught; 

Then  plac  d  at  eale,  an  happy  man. 

In  elbow-chair,  he  thus  began. 

“  ’Twas  juft  at  Three,  when  Jack  and  I, 
(And  jack  you  know’s  a  jolly  boy,) 

Came  from  thofe  blifs-diffufing  Fair, 

Where  every  fwain  forgets  his  care  ; 

Where  Hill  a  ready  cure  is  found 
Foi  every'  Imart,  and  every  wound : 
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Thofe  blxsful  Fair  who  ne'er  perplex. 

And  plague  us,  like  their  filly  fex. 

But  foon  with  genial  warmth  infpire, 

And  foon  fupprefs  the  glowing  fire. 

No  ftar  fupply’d  its  twinkling  light 
To  chear  the  gloomy  face  of  night. 

Nor  lamp  diffus  d  one  blinking  ray. 

To  guide  us  on  our  murky  way; 

Yet  lion-like  along  we  flray’d, 

Regardlefs  where  our  nofes  led  ; 

And  flroil  d  at  length  to  Gro  venor-Jquare , 
Where  each  refolv’d  to  take  a  chair . 

For  my  part,  freely  I  confefs, 

I  ne’er  admir’d  a  prifon  lefs : 

So  cag’d  I  ne’er  had  been  before. 

And  truft  I  never  fhall  be  more. 

But  in  I  ventur’d,  right  or  wrong, 

And  bade  the  black-guards  drive  along . 

While  thus  confin’d  we  pafs  in  filence  5 
And  now  conclude  we  re  gone  a  mile  hence 
When  marching  heedlefs  from  my  chair,  - 
A  faucy  dog  demands  his  fare . 
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Thy  fare  !  quoth  I ;  I’ll  cut  thy  throat. 

Ere  thou  fhalt  have  a  fingle  groat : 

Why,  very  pretty  too,  I  fwear. 

To  afk  a  Jufice  for  thy  fare  ! 

March  off,  thou  whorefon,  or,  doft  fee. 

I’ll  put  thee  into  cuftody. 

Come,  Sir,  my  fare ,  the  mongrel  hollows, 

My  fare  I  fay,  or  take  what  follows ! 

I  thought  it  much  the  better  way. 

To  flop  the  fellow’s  mouth  than  pay; 

So  took  the  dog  a  fwingeing  thwack, 

And  laid  him  fprawling  on  his  back. 

At  this  the  rafcal  roars  and  bawls. 

So  loud  he  might  be  heard  to  Paul's ; 

And,  inftant,  all  the  other  Phree 
Fell  foul  upon  poor  Jack  and  Me  : 

Which  four ,  though  thus  unfairly  match’d, 

We  two  had  prefently  difpatch’d, 

Had  not  feme  brutes  with  hugeous  ftaves. 

Come  up  to  go  the  villains’  halves. 

Six  were  the  feweft  I  am  fure, 

(No,  not  a  fingle  cypher  fewer;) 

And 
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And  four  before,  and  now  thefe  /'even. 

If  join’d,  you  know,  make  juft  eleven. 
Well,  twelve  the  number,  be  it  fo  ; 

With  thofe  thirteen  to  work  we  so  : 

O 

And  how  tremendous  was  the  war. 

Let  broken  heads  and  Hicks  declare  ! 

Ten  clubs  at  once  heav’d  o’er  my  head* 
Enow  to  knock  a  bullock  dead ! 

(I  faw,  and  told  ’em  plain  enough,) 

With  this  left  arm  I  warded  off ; 

And  then  collecting  all  my  might, 

I  fell’d  the  monfters  with  my  right. 

Here  might  be  keen  in  woful  cafe, 

A  nofe  beat  flat  upon  the  face; 

So  flat  that  no  one  could  have  known 
That  there  a  nofe  had  ever  grown. 

And  in  another  you  might  note 
His  every  tooth  knock’d  down  his  throat. 
And  here  a  yawning  gafh  as  wide 
As  that  where  noble  Curtins  dy’d ; 

With  broken  legs  and  arms  in  plenty, 
And  fradtur’d  (hulls,  fome  ten  or  twenty. 
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M3 

Nay,  to  our  glory  be  it  faid. 

Full  many  a  man  we  left  for  dead  : 

But  whether  dead  in  faff  they  were. 

In  faith,  I  neither  know  nor  care ; 

For  that  concern,  belike,  requires 
The  Surgeon’s  care,  and  not  the  ’Squire’s. 

His  veffel  now  was  nearly  drain’d ; 

All  thought  his  dory  at  an  end : 

All  thought,  as  much  they  wiffi’d  it  too ; 

But  what  can  empty  wiflies  do  ? 

For  now  (alas,  where  ends  their  trouble  !) 

The  ’Squire  began  to  fee  things  double : 

And  though  but  twenty  fell  before, 

They  quickly  grew  to  twenty  more : 

And  all  the  wonderful  relation 
Receiv’d  its  equal  augmention  ; 

Till  every  tortur’d  bread  begun 
To  fear  he  never  would  have  done. 

At  length  the  kind  Lethean  God 
Shook  o  er  his  brow  the  drowfy  rod, 

That  frees  the  Have  from  grating  bands, 

And  ties  the  bloody  ruffian’s  hands ; 

That 


/ 


••  •'•.  •  '••■■■  -  1  " V  •*  ■  V  #.  ,  ••  «V,  -Jj/j  •>.-  ,  *'  '... 

•  .  ..  .  yp  ,  •  ,  '  .  v  .  •  -  :*  f.  i  't-f  ’■  /f"  :p 

[A  ;,t'  y*  ■  " v  :-;  $  -V'  •'  .^.r?  ,Vv  ”i-'j s 


*7  :• 

vA/; 


hUHR! 


144  miscellanies. 

That  quells  the  trembling  coward’s  fear. 
And  flays  the  helplefs  orphan’s  tear  ; 
Makes  France  forget  th’  avenging  heel, 
And  George  defert  his  country’s  weal: 
That  feals  our  hero’s  half-fhut  eyes, 
Secures  his  tongue,  and  flops  his  lyes. 

Now,  had  he  told  us,  for  a  fcore , 

They  two  had  threfh’d  fome  three  or  four. 
We  might  have  own’d  the  man  had  fpirit. 
And  paid  its  due  reward  to  tnerit. 

But  this  accumulated  tale 


So  far  exceeds  the  Probable, 

That  all  may  fee  with  half  an  Eye, 

From  firfl  to  lafl,  ’tis  all  a  lye. 

Then  mind,  my  friend,  to  keep  in  view. 
In  every  talc,  what  may  be  true ; 

Elfe,  further  proof  we  need  not  afk. 

For,  ofitfelf,  will  drop  the  mafk : 

We  fee  to  what  thou  woud’fl  afpire, 

Deteft,  confute,  expofe  the  lyar. 


SONG. 


'  ■  • 


■  <5  .'H 


V- W, 


\ 


MISCELLANIES. 


t 

H5 


I. 

T  ONG  in  freedom’s  caufe  I  arm’d  me, 
Long  for  liberty  I  11  rove. 

Till  my  finding  Chloe  warm’d  me. 

And  rewarded  with  her  love. 

II. 

\ 

Hence  away,  repining  Hander, 

Nor  my  faithful  dame  reprove  j 
Ceafe,  ye  Libertines,  to  wander, 

Blifs  alone  belongs  to  love. 

III. 

Monarchs,  think  yourfelves  inferior 
Only  to  the  Gods  above. 

To  a  monarch  far  fuperior. 

Bled  am  I  with  Chloe  s  love. 


L 
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IV. 

% 

Pomp  of  courts  my  joy  furpaffes. 

While  within  fome  fhady  grove, 
Fix’d  I  gaze  on  Chloe’s  graces, 

And  am  bleft  with  Chloe’s  love. 

V. 

Farewell  riot’s  painful  pleafure, 

Truer  joys  I  mean  to  prove. 

And  fecure  a  living  treafure, 

4 

Bled;  with  Chloes  lading  love. 

VI. 

Speed  your  way,  ye  winged  hours. 
Quick  ye  nimble  minutes  move, 

Till  upon  me  Hymen  pours 
Blifs  divine  from  Chloes  love. 


EPIGRAM. 


A  IS  odd,  I  mud;  own,  but  a  podtive  truth. 
That  Ned  never  J peaks,  but  he — * — opens 
his  mouth. 

Upon 
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Upon  being  ajked  —  what  an  Epigram  was  ? 

117  H  AT  is  an  Epigram,  you  alk  -, 

*  *  To  anfwer  is  no  eafy  talk  : 

But  yet,  right  politive  I  am. 

That  this  Ihould  be  an  Epigram. 


The  SURPRISE. 

Somnia  me  terrent  veros  imitantia  cafus , 

Et  vigilant  JenJlis,  in  mea  damna ,  mei. 

! 

r  j  '  H  O  U  rafcally  whorefon,  fays  Richard  to  Ned, 

A  With  whom,  the  laft  night,  did  I  fee  thee 
in  bed  ? 

Ay,  Hare  as  thou  wilt !  but  its  true  by  my  life, 

I  faw  neighbour  Edward  a  kiffing  my  wife. 

I  faw,  when  you  met,  all  your  wantoning  airs  j 
Then  faw  thee  right  gallantly  hand  her  up  flairs. 

L  2  In 
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In  fhort,  to  let  idle  defcription  alone, 

I  faw  and  heard  all  that  was  faid  and  was  done. 
How  !  where  !  bellows  Ned,  in  a  horrible  fright 
I  verily  thought  you  abroad  all  the  night. 

Ay,  fo,  replies  Dick,  it  might  poffibly  feem  ; 

And,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  it  was  only  a  dream. 

Indeed,  anfwers  Ned,  (now  his  panic  was  o’er,) 
I  am  heartily  glad  that  it  proves  nothing  more ; 
For,  ’faith,  (not  to  make  any  quarrel  between  us,) 
I  was  in  fome  fear  thou  hadft  really  feen  us. 


epitaph. 


HER  foul  inform’d  with  ev’ry  fofter  grace, 
Youth’s  gayeft  honours  opening  in  her  face, 
Fair  as  the  flow’r  that  drinks  the  vernal  dew. 

As  fweet,  as  bright,  —  and  ah  !  as  tranfient  too : 
Such  was  the  maid,  on  whofe  untimely  herfe. 
Flows  the  fad  tribute  of  this  humble  verfe : 
Attend,  ye  fair,  ye  young,  the  moral  lay ; 

The  term  of  youth,  of  life,  is  but  a  day. 


"The 
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The  REASONABLE  WIFE. 

An  EPIGRAM. 


O  R  {hame,  cries  out  Nell  to  her  hufband , 
for  fhame, 

W^hen  fhe  caught  him  too  free  with  a  girl  of  bad  fame : 
Tis  monftrous  to  lead  fuch  a  diffolute  life ; 

If  thou  wilt  have  a  whore,  prithee  come  to — thy  wife. 


VERSES  written  upon  a  blank  Leaf  in  a 
loung  Lady’s  Gay’s  Fables. 

'  I  r  O  pleafe,  and  pleafing  to  amend  us, 

“*■  To  mark  our  faults,  and  not  offend  us ; 
From  vice  the  fureft  way  of  weaning ; 

In  fable  Gay  hath  couch’d  his  meaning ; 

And  while  the  bard  himfelf  is  mute. 

We  ’re  told  our  foibles  by  a  brute. 

Are  courts  condemn’d  ?  —  we  own  ’tis  hard  • 

But  blame  the  brute,  and  not  the  bard. 

I 

L  3 


Are 
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Are  ladies  kill’d  ?  —  ’twas  ne’er  intended  ; 
But  brutes  will  talk,  and  who  can  mend  it  r 
Thus,  if  to  fome  victorious  dame, 

A  lover  longs  to  tell  his  flame, 

Yet  fears  that  in  a  point  fo  tender, 

His  aukward  Speeches  may  offend  her; 

’Tis  beft  perhaps  to  watch  his  time. 

And  pop  his  paflion  into  rhyme ; 

Which  oft,  you  know,  in  our  delpite. 

The  jingling  Heliconians  write : 

And  how  can  mortals  mend  the  matter, 

If  mufes  chaunt,  or  monkeys  chatter  ? 


SEASONABLE  ADVICE. 

A  SONG:  To  Chloe. 


I. 


E  S,  thou  beauty  haft,  I  own. 


Chloe,  that  each  heart  furprifes ; 
Yet  thou  may ’ft  without  a  frown, 


Hear  what  prudence  now  advifcs. 


Though 


I 


MISCELLANIES. 

II. 

Though  with  every  charm  array’d, 

Thou  exulteft  in  their  fplendour  ; 

Know  that  every  charm  will  fade, 
Beauty’s  buds  are  frail  and  tender. 

III. 

By  experience  thou  wilt  find. 

When  advancing  years  o’ertake  thee. 

Thou  may ’ft  forrow  to  the  wind. 

Every  fuiter  will  forfake  thee. 

IV. 

Come  then,  Chloe,  to  my  arms. 

Ere  thy  bloom  of  beauty’s  over; 

’Twill,  at  once,  improve  thy  charms. 

And  beatify  thy  loveii 


1  *  A 
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Sent 


Sent  with  a  WOOD -LARK. 


I. 

(/'""I  O,  fwected  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
To  Delia  fpeed  thy  way  j 
And  learn  from  her  fublimer  long, 

A  yet  more  melting  lay. 

II. 

When  Phoebus  at  the  dawning  day. 
Illumes  the  chearful  Ikies, 

In  fofted  notes  my  love  difplay. 

And  bid  my  Delia  rife. 

III. 

When  night  afiumes  her  peaceful  reign, 
In  foher  fable  d  reft, 

Let  love  be  breath’d  in  every  drain, 

And  foothe  her  foul  to  red. 


A  VERY 
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A  VERY  PLAIN  CASE. 


To  C  H  L  O  E. 


_  r 

i. 

A  TTEND,  my  to  the  lays, 

”*■  The  mule  is  now  inditing; 
For  ’tis  a  point  the  mufe  eflays 
To  fet  your  errors  right  in. 


II. 

I  beg’d  a  kifs  with  reverence  due. 

But  you,  without  contrition, 
Refus  d  the  boon,  unleis  you  knew 
The  caufe  of  my  petition. 

III. 

But  mark,  my  Cbloe,  mark  me  This, 

l 

]Nor  ftill  delight  to  teaze  one, 
’Tis  eafier  far  to  grant  the  blifs. 

Than  tis  to  hear  the  reafon. 


m 
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IV. 

And  if,  at  once,  two  evils  prefs, 

’Tis  doubtlefs  much  difcreeter. 

With  patience  to  receive  the  lefs. 

Than  combat  with  the  greater. 

The  Considerate  Husband. 

M  9 

An  EPIGRAM. 

CRIES  Ned  to  his  neighbours,  as  forward 
they  preft, 

Conveying  his  wife  to  her  place  of  long  reft; 
Take,  friends,  I  befeech  you,  a  little  more  leifure. 
For  why  fhould  we  thus  make  a  toil  of  fleafuref 
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A  N 


On  the  Death  of  His  Late  MAJESTY. 

Printed,  with  Additions,  from  the  Oxford  Collection. 


TO  THE  KING. 


Tj'ROM  every  eye  while  tears  unnumber’d  flow, 
**■  While  every  mufe  attunes  her  folemn  {trains. 
To  paint  in  all  the  energy  of  woe. 

The  lofs  that  Britain  in  her  Sire  fuftains : 


II. 

Be  mine  to  glory’s  race,  with  virtue  run, 

With  generous  warmth  to  wake  the  willing  lyre  5 
To  mourn  the  hero,  and  to  prompt  the  fon, 
Britannia's  Son,  to  emulate  the  Sire. 

’T  was 
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III. 

’Tvvas  his  the  calls  of  mifery  to  calm, 

’Twas  his  to  aid  the  wretched  and  oppred; 
’Twas  his  to  mix,  and  pour  the  healing  balm 
Of  lenient  comfort,  o’er  the  wounded  bread:. 

IV. 

His  was  the  inborn  greatnefs  of  the  mind. 
When  foul  Contention  o’er  his  kingdoms  ran, 
To  fpare  the  fatal  follies  of  his  kind. 

And  drop  the  injur’d  monarch  in  the  man. 

V. 

’Twas  his  to  heed  the  widow’s  tearful  eye ; 

’Twas  his  the  helplefs  orphan  to  defend : 

To  wipe  the  moiden’d  cheek  of  wailing  dry. 

And  adl  the  prince,  the  father,  and  the  friend. 

i  |  *  r+  * 

VI. 

’Twas  his,  when  deaf  to  mercy’s  tender  cries, 
Infulting  nations  call’d  his  Judice  forth, 

To  bid  his  miniders  of  wrath  chadife 

The  mighty  Nimrods  of  the  bleeding  earth. 


So 


VII. 

So  when  forth-iffuing  with  collected  force, 

:  Obedient  to  Jehovah’s  high  command, 

The  whirlwind  fweeps  with  defolating  courfe. 

O’er  all  the  borders  of  an  impious  land : 

VIII. 

Each  haughty  pine  that  lifts  his  towering  head 
The  frowns  of  nature  daring  to  deride. 

In  wafteful  ruin  o’er  the  plain  is  fpread. 

To  mourn  the  fatal  confequence  of  pride. 

IX. 

But  the  meek  ofier  of  an  humbler  fize, 

Whofe  boughs  elaftic  teach  her  to  conform, 

The  vidtor  fpares ;  and  bids  the  fuppliant  rife. 
Uninjur’d,  from  the  fury  of  the  ftorm. 

X. 

t 

'Twas  thus  He  humbled  each  prefuming  foe. 
Who  fondly  deem’d  his  utmoft  wrath  to  dare : 
’Twas  thus,  when  conqueft  taught  the  neck  to  bow, 
He  taught  the  juftice  of  h;s  fword  to  fpare. 

But 


\ 
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XI. 

But  ah !  what  hand  avails,  in  fair  array. 

To  draw  his  matchlefs,  countlefs  merits  forth  - 

What  tongue  can  celebrate,  what  pen  difplay, 

His  regal  wifdom,  or  his  focial  worth? 

XII. 

Yet,  though  no  farther  dares  the  mufe  afpire. 
Where  full  perfection  burfts  upon  the  view; 

She’ll  point  the  path  to  make  the  world  admire 
His  every  virtue  blooming  fair  in  You. 

XIII. 

Be  thine,  when  injur’d  innocence  complains, 

To  lend  the  fuppliant  call  a  willing  ear ; 

Be  thine  the  generous  heart  that  freely  deigns, 

Her  fuit,  when  modeft  merit  fues,  to  hear. 

» 

XIV. 

Be  thine,  fhould  FaCtion  rear  her  Hydra  head, 
(WhichHcaven  avert  thy  happier  days  fhould  prove) 

Be  thine  the  foul  to  ftrike  the  monfter  dead. 

And  reign  unrival’d  in  thy  nation’s  love. 


Be 
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XV. 

Be  thine,  as  late  thy  royal  Grandlire’s  pride, 

* 

With  faith  inviolate,  and  Heady  hand, 

The  mighty  reins  of  government  to  guide, 

% 

And  fpread  thy  peaceful  bleffings  o’er  the  land, 

0 

XVI. 

But  Ihould  opprejjion  lift  her  creft  on  high. 
Should  defolation  lhake  her  iron  rod. 

With  impious  force  prefuming  to  defy 
The  laws  of  nature,  and  of  nature’s  God  ; 

XVII. 

Be  thine  the  kingly  talk,  as  his  before, 

*  \ 

To  bid  thy  fleet  her  martial  thunders  roll, 

To  either  India’s  unrepining  Ihore, 

And  bear  deliverance  to  the  farthell  pole. 

XVIII. 

And  when  thine  arms  have  laid  the  tyrants  low, 

* 

Be  thine  to  bid  the  rage  of  battle  ceale, 
Inthron’d  in  triumph  only  to  bellow 
The  Jailing  joys  of  liberty  and  peace. 


So 
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XIX. 

So  fhall  thy  duteous  people,  free  and  brave. 

Still  own  a  George’s  Heaven-diredted  fway ; 
For  while  they  fcorn  the  abjedt  name  of  Have, 
Fair  freedom  ftill  fhall  teach  them  to  obey. 

XX. 

So  fhall,  while  Heaven  prolongs  thy  gracious  reign, 
Or  calls  his  fervant  to  partake  his  reft, 

Thy  equal  virtues  equal  praifes  gain, 

Below  be  honour’d,  and  above  be  bleft, 
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Hi 


The  CONVERT. 

A  SONG. 

% 

I. 

/\  S  Damon ,  at  the  clofe  of  day. 

With  CWztf  fweetly  Graying, 

Dae  homage  to  the  blooming  May, 

And  Beauty  s  Queen,  was  paying ; 

He  clafp’d  the  virgin  to  his  heart. 

Though  feigning  coy  diffention. 

And  beg’d  fome  precepts  to  impart. 

That  claim’d  her  bell  attention. 

II. 

The  Fair-one  blufh’d,  and  ftrove  to  chide. 
Though  ev’n  in  paffion  pleafing. 

And  ceafe,  O  Damon ,  ceale.  Hie  cry’d. 

This  naughtinefs  and  teazing; 

And  idll  oblerve,  whene’er  inclin’d 
To  prove  a  fage  advifer, 

That  leffons  taught  againft  the  mind 
Will  never  make,  us  wifer. 

M  The 


1 62  MISCELLANIES. 

III. 

The  Fair-one  frown’d ;  but  laughing  Love 
Her  coynefs  quickly  ended. 

As  Damon  to  a  myrtle  grove 
The  blufhing  maid  attended ; 

Where  Celia  cry’d,  (though  all  the  reft: 

Was  hid  from  Man’s  difcerning)  • 

“  If  thus  by  wifdom  we  are  bleft. 

May  I  be  ever  learning.” 


VERSES  written  on  a  blank  "Leaf  of  the  Union. 
which  was  prefe?ited  to  a  Young  Lady . 

HERE  in  one  maze  of  harmony  unite. 

The  manly,  foft,  the  fimple,  and  polite. 

( 

Here  virtuous  Lowth's  majeftic  Lays  explain 
The  blifs  arifing  from  a  Saviours  reign. 

Here  Fancy  ftrong  in  Wartons  genius  flows  : 

A  Brother ,  here,  aflerts  his  Oxford's  caufe. 

Here  Hammond's  plaints  in  melting  foftnefs  prove 
The  fears,  the  hopes,  the  elegance  of  Love. 


Here 
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Here  Smollett's  undiffembling  warmth  we  trace : 
Here  fweet  Mufaus  pours  his  every  grace, 
tdeie  Contemplation  leads  her  Gray  along, 

In  all  the  fweet  limplicity  of  fong. 

Here  jlkenfide  on  foaring  wing  purfues 
The  vaft  excurfions  of  the  Grecian  Mufe. 

While  Scottifh  bards  and  Englifh  numbers  raife 
Our  equal  wonder,  and  our  equal  praife. 

Mignt  I}  my  r  air,  as  their  example  fires. 

But  fpeak  the  wifh  that  purity  infpires. 

Our  Hearts  a  kindred  Union  fhould  compofe ;  — 
The  northern  Thijlle,  and  the  fouthern  Rofe. 


4 
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SOL  I  L  O  Q^UY 

On  the  Death  of  a  Friend. 

Virtus ,  recludens  immeritis  mori 
Coe lum  i  negata  tent  at  iter  via ; 

Ccetufque  vulgares ,  &  udam 

Spernit  humum  fugiente  penna.  Hor, 


M  TAIN  are  the  fculptur’d  honours  of  the  tomb, 
*  And  vain  the  flattering  monumental  verfe. 
The  verfe  or  breathing  marble’s  longefh  date, 

Is  but  a  point  of  fome  few  centuries, 

A  trifling,  founding,  cozening,  empty  Nothing. 
Tis  Virtue  only,  darling  of  the  Ikies, 

Can  eternize  her  votary’s  holy  name. 

And  keep  it  fafe  amid  the  rufl:  of  years, 

Unfullied,  uncorroded.  She  alone 
Can  give  what  all  dcflrc,  and  all  may  gain. 

Can  give  blclt  Immortality  to  Man. 


She, 
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She,  my  Lorenzo ,  mine  alas  no  more  ! 

(If  ’tis  allow’d  us  from  external  a&ions, 

To  judge  the  fecret  feelings  of  the  Soul,) 

Was  thy  condudtrefs  through  the  paths  of  life, 
By  thee  too  cjuickly  trod.  —  But  fo  the  great, 
The  omnifcient  Godhead  wifely  had  decreed ; 
And  his  command,  his  high,  his  juft  command, 
Shall  vain,  prefuming,  impious  Man  oppofe  ? 


Why  then,  my  heart,  that  deep  unbidden  figh  ? 
Why  fteals  the  tear  adown  my  moiften’d  cheek  ? 
’Tis  Nature  di&ates ;  and  in  pride’s  defpite. 

In  fpite  of  Stoics’  apathetic  madneft. 

Nature  will  bear  down  each  oppofing  precept. 

And  force  us,  by  the  tribute  of  a  tear. 

To  aflume  the  Man :  While  Reafon,  meek-ey’d  maid, 
To  generous,  gentle  Pity  near-ally ’d, 

Commands  us  pay  (but  pay  in  moderation) 

The  debt  of  Friendfhip  to  a  Friend  deceas’d. 

Such,  fuch  waft  Thou ;  a  generous,  faithful  Friend; 
A  f  icnd  to  Me,  a  friend  to  Humankind. 


I 
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Pour  then,  my  fwelling  heart,  the  load  of  woe 
That  weighs  thee  down,  and  give  thy  forrows  vent. 
Free  let  them  flow,  an  offering  to  his  fhade. 

Whom  fnake-hung  Envy’s  felf  could  ne’er  condemn* 
Whom  candour,  virtue,  juftice,  all  applaud. 

I 

EPIGRAM. 

An  detnr  Privatio  ante  Habitwn  ?  Negr. 

TJ’OR  reafons  oft  the  vulgar  prefs, 

^  Nor  think  they  can  be  had, 

Why  thofe  who  greateft  parts  pollefs, 

Should  run  the  offneft  mad ? 

But  well  the  cafe  Adunco  hits, 

Whole  anfwer  is,  that  thofe 
Are  liked:  far  to  lofe  their  wits 
Who  have  their  wits  to  lofe . 


H  O  R. 
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H  O  R.  L  i  b.  II.  Ode  XX.  Burlefqued. 

To  Ellis  St.John,  Efq-}  on  the  Author  s  going 

from  the  Univerfity. 


I. 

\T  O  more  on  trembling  tender  wing, 
-*•  ~  Of  no  accuftom’d  theme  to  ftng, 
Now  do  I  deign  to  foar ; 

But  boldly  borne  in  upper  air, 

T  o.  Medway  s  nobler  banks  repair. 

To  vilit  Queens  no  more. 


II. 

On  towering  pinions  through  the  Iky, 
To  Kent ifi-Wi Ids  I  nobly  fly. 

One  half  a  Country -Cur ate ; 

And  half  a  furly  Pedagogue , 

To  tutor  licens’d,  and  to  flog, 

The  great  eft  —  dunce  in  Europe 

M  4 


Him, 
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III. 

Him,  whom  my  St.  John  oft  has  feen, 

In  fhirt,  that  once  perhaps  —  was  clean. 

Exalted  in  a  garret, 

On  many  a  knotty  point  intent; 

m 

Shall  many  a  mighty  Man  of  Kent , 

With  admiration  flare  at. 

IV. 

My  wondrous  deeds  and  fearful  name. 

Expanded  o’er  the  realms  of  fame, 

Shall  ftrike  all  envy  dumb ; 

In  living  charadlers  difplay’d, 

By  many  a  deep  imprejjion  made 
On  many  a  bleeding  bum. 

V. 

Ev’n  now  my  pride  in  fancy  feels 
The  night-gown  dangling  at  my  heels. 

As  ’cufom’d  laws  determine ; 

And  loud  I  give  cacli  flern  command, 

'While  quivering  Birch  bedecks  my  hand. 

To  fright  the  pigmy  vermin. 

London , 
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London ,  thy  towres  I  now  approach. 
With  ready  complaifance,  and  coach 
To  thrufl:  each  puling  cub  in : 
Ev  n  Hounjlow  fhall  revere  my  name. 
And  Hockley  own  my  jufter  claim. 

To  give  her  Lears  a  drubbing. 

VII. 

Of  Country-Clown ,  or  booby  Cit, 

I  il  break  the  pate,  or  force  the  wit. 

If  haply  wit  in  fuch  is , 

And  Trifle  the  bums,  and  pull  the  ears 
Of  ’ Squires ,  and  Baronets ,  and  Peers, 
VTien  once  within  my  clutches. 


VIII. 

If  fonfolefs  fhould  the  Brat  remain, 
And  fcorn  to  whimper  and  complain. 

The  powres  of  birch  defying, 

I’ll  oft  repeat  each  fturdy  blow. 

Till  penitence  begin  to  flow, 

Then  trounce  him  well  for  crying, 


Thoug  1 1 
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IX. 


Though  frequent  harts  the  trickling  tear. 
Though  plenteous  bloody  bumps  appear. 
I’ll  drown  remorfe  and  borrow  : 

No  fruitlefs  prayre  fhall  move  my  bread:. 
Or  if  'To-night  I  let  him  reft. 

I’ll  flog  again  To-morrow. 


ITer  O  R  I  G  I  N.  "To  Chloe 


Imitated  from  Carm.  Quadr, 


t  j| ' '  O  form  a  Nymph  divinely  fair, 

Whom  each  perfection  crown’d. 
Fond  Love  employ’d  his  every  care, 
And  fearch’d  the  world  around. 


From  different  parts  a  ffiapc,  a  face. 
The  anxious  Godhead  ftole  5 
The  modeft  blufh,  the  artlefs  grace. 
That  wins  the  inmoft  foul. 


Each 


Each  charm  from  all  he  wifely  chole 
And  mix’d  with  niceft  art; 

And  hence  the  beauteous  Chloe  rofe 
To  win  each  human  heart. 

X 

His  various  Venus  thus  of  old 

l 

The  Grecian  Artijl  drewj 
A  rival  beauty  we  behold 

Thus  form’d,  my  Fair,  in  You. 

SON  G. 

I. 

l^ROM  all  the  little  thefts  of  love, 

By  pureft  paffion  beft  enjoy’d. 

You  alk  what  pleafures  I  can  prove. 

And  wonder  I  am  never  cloy’d. 

II. 

I  beg  d  a  kifs ;  you  heard  my  prayre, 

Nor  let  me  long  entreat  in  vain  ; 

But  fondly  hop’d,  I  fhould  not  dare, 

Infatiate  Man !  to  alk  again. 

Yet 
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III. 

* 

Yet  flill  a  fupplicating  have, 

Alike  impatient  as  before, 

A  thoufand  kilfes  yet  I  crave, 

And  yet  ten  thoufand  thoufand  more. 

I 

IV. 

f  or  while  your  charms  remain  the  fame, 
Thofe  charms  will  ever  aid  delire ; 
And  where  fuch  fuel  feeds  the  flame, 
How  can  that  growing  flame  expire  ? 


CUPID  injlr iiSting  his  Mother. 

i  I  * 

_  t  _  _ _  _  » 

IT  THEN  Venus  heard  the  melting  fong 
v  ’  That  warbled  from  her  Delia's  tongue. 

In  every  grace  compleat ; 

“  Sure  nought  on  earth,  the  Goddefs  cry’d, 

As  on  each  trembling  note  lire  dy’d. 

Was  ever  half  fo  Jweet.” 

But 


-  •  %  :*  1. 

1 1  ■■  uwmrnmtm^mmm 


.  v 


MISCELLANIES. 

But  laughing  Love,  who  chanc’d  to  hear. 
With  wifhful  look,  and  wanton  leer. 
Thought  fit  to  interpofe  : 

Though  Mujic  yields  fo  fweet  a  iound, 


CC 


Yet  fweeter  mufit  thofe  Lips  be  found. 
From  whence  that  Mufic  flows  ?” 


On  the  Same  Occajion. 


To  Delia  Singing. 


ES,  my  Fair,  to  thee  belong 
All  the  noblefl:  powres  of  fon 


Trufi: 


me,  for  I  fcorn  deceit. 
Nought  on  earth  is  half  fo  fweet. 
As  the  melting,  dying  note. 


Warbling  through  thy  liquid  throat, 
Save  the  breath  in  which  it  flows. 
Save  the  lip  on  which  it  grows. 
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The  REQ^UITAL 


A  SONG. 

I. 


WITH  every  charm  was  Chloe  bled 
That  mortal  maid  could  boad. 
By  all  admir’d,  by  all  careft. 

The  Beauty  and  the  Toad. 

Whate’er  die  did,  whate’er  die  faid. 

In  earned  or  in  joke. 

Her  actions  every  charm  difplay’d, 

’Twas  Rapture  all  die  fpoke. 


II. 

The  dying  fwains  around  her  throng. 
Their  mighty  pains  to  prove ; 

And  each  declar’d  how  well,  how  long, 
Plow  condant  he  could  love  : 

Each  vow’d  no  time  diould  e’er  deface 
Her  beauties  from  his  bread ; 

Each  vow’d,  and  with  peculiar  grace, 
Bludfd,  figh’d,  or  look’d  the  red. 
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III. 

But  Hill  unmov’d  the  maid  remain’d 
To  every  pleading  prayre; 
Each  unavailing  vow  difaain’d. 
And  laugh’d  at  all  their  care : 
To  all  their  looks  and  all  their  fighs. 
Deaf,  obftinate,  and  blind ; 
Her  bofom  cold  as  winter’s  ice,  - 
Unfix’d  as  winter’s  wind. 


IV. 

r  y*  W 

But  foon  her  fprightly  bloom  decays, 

Her  charms  are  quickly  o’er  ■„ 

The  rofe  of  youth  deferts  her  face. 

And  beauty  is  no  more : 

The  wifer  fhepherds,  in  their  turn, 

Some  fairer  nymph  purfue. 

And  haplefs  Chloes  left  to  mourn 
The  joys  fire  never  knew. 

r  *r  V 


I’ll 


ac 


He  remonstrance. 

To  SYLVIA. 


1X7  HAT  joy,  my  Sylvia,  canft  thou  find 
In  trifling  hours  away. 

To  view  thole  charms  which  Heaven  defign’d 
Each  moment  fhould  decay  ? 

For  Time  in  every  toil's  defpite. 

Shall  every  charm  impair. 

Shall  fpoil  thofe  eyes  that  fhine  fo  bright. 

And  face  that  blooms  fo  fair. 

But  would’ft  thou  know  the  furefl:  art 

V 

To  flay  each  fleeting  grace. 

Her  ftandard  fix’d  within  thy  heart, 

Let  fairefi:  Virtue  place. 

She  fliall  preferve  thy  charms  entire. 

In  beauty’s  vernal  bloom ; 

She  fliall  unfading  joys  infpire. 

And  triumph  o’er  the  tomb. 


MISCELLANIES. 


VERSES 


OCCASIONED  BY  THE 


Death  of  a  Very  Young  Gentleman. 


Purpureus  veluti  cum  flos  fuccifus  aratro 
Languefcit  moriens ;  lajfove  papavera  collo 
Demifere  caput ,  pluvta  cum  forte  gravantur.  Virg 


I. 

Merging  from  its  early  bed. 


Ere  winter’s  chilly  blafts  are  gone, 
A  tender  floweret  lifts  its  head. 


And  fees  a  weak  and  clouded  fun. 

II. 

The  nipping  froft,  or  rattling  fhower, 
The  produdt  of  inclement  Ikies, 
Attacks  the  little  blooming  flower. 
That  quickly  droops  it  leaf  and  dies. 
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III. 


So,  Lycidas ,  too  charming  Youth, 
Thy  early  bloom  caught  every  eye ; 
Weep  wifdom,  innocence,  and  truth, 
That  he  was  born,  fo  foon  to  die. 


IV. 


But  yefter-morn  I  faw  him  pafs 
His  leifure  hours  in  fportive  playj 
I  faw  indeed,  —  and  yet  alas  ! 

The  darling  boy  is  dead  to  day. 


V. 


Hence  learn,  ye  wanton,  to  be  wife. 
Hence  early  learn,  ye  young  and  gay, 

%  i  * 

That  life’s  a  flowre  that  quickly  dies. 
And  youth  the  the  tenant  of  a  day. 


ABSENCE 
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A  B  S  E  N  C  E  : 


An 


elegy. 


At  et  ager  .*  vitio  moriens  Jitit  dens  hsrbci  j 
Liber  pampineas  invidet  collibus  umbras. 


P hylhdis  advent u  noftrcz  nemus  omne  virebit  : 
Jupiter  et  lato  defcendet  plurimus  imbri.  ViR6. 


THRICE  has  this  globe  its  coiirfe  diur¬ 


nal  run  ; 


Thrice  has  this  moon  difplay’d  her  filver  light  3 
And  thrice  yon  mount  hath  feen  the  riling  fun, 
Since  laft  Ophelia  bleft  my  happy  fight. 


II. 


What  wondrous  blifs  each  paffing  hour  fupply’d  ! 

Such  blifs  no  mortal  ever  knew  before. 

What  cruel  fates  our  mutual  joys  divide  ! 

Perhaps  divided  to  unite  no  more. 
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III. 


In  vain  I  fpeed  upon  the  wings  of  love. 

To  every  near,  and  every  diftant  plain  : 

I  vainly  fearch  each  folitary  grove, 

And  trace  the  foreft’s  lonely  walks  in  vain, 

IV. 

From  purple  morning  to  the  dews  of  eve, 

From  dewy  evening  to  the  purple  morn, 

I  vainly  roam,  and  roaming,  vainly  grieve, 

And  hope  for  ioys  that  never  may  return. 

V. 

What  change  could  tempt,  what  paffion  could  convey. 
The  lov’d  Ophelia  from  her  native  plains  ? 

What  daring  ravilher  compell’d  away, 

What  fear  remov’d  her,  or  what  force  retains  ? 

VI. 

Perhaps,  ev’n  now,  the  ruthlefs  monger  holds 
Her  tender  bofom  in  his  brawny  arms ; 

With  horrid  fmile  her  ilender  waift  enfolds. 

And  feeds  with  lull rul  vigour  on  her  charms. 

I  fee 


MISCELLANIES.  I8r 

VII. 

I  fee  the  Fiend  high-flaming  with  defire; 

I  heai  too  plain  Ophelia  s  helplefs  cries  : 

Hei  cheeks  are  languin  d  with  indignant  fire ; 

And  lint  grows  wanton  in  the  monfter’s  eves. 

VIII. 

come,  foul  Fiend,  to  end  th’  unequal  It  rife, 

I  come,  foul  Fiend,  to  check  thy  vile  delight. _ 

Sternal  horrors  feize  thy  guilty  life. 

And  quick  convey  thee  to  the  realms  of  night. 

IX. 

hus  to  thy  heart  I  plunge  the  vengeful  blade, 

Ere  yet  thy  luft  hath  done  the  brutal  deed.  — 
ond  wretch,  thy  purpofe  was  in  time  delay’d. 

And  fair  Ophelia  by  the  ftroke  is  freed. 

X. 

\ 

)me  to  my  arms,  thou  yet  untainted  Fair, 

And  let  me  kifs  thofe  falling  tears  away : 

“fs,  blefs  the  man  who  fav’d  thee  from  defpair. 

And  from  deftrudion  (hatch'd  the  trembling  prey. 


•  V.  • 

f 
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XL 


Come  to  my  arms  expanded  to  receive 

The  choiceft  gift  that  Heaven  has  left  in  ftore : 
For  fay,  what  greater  boon  kind  Heaven  can  give, 
Or  fay,  could  impious  mortal  afk  for  more  ? 


XII. 


Well  do  the  Gods  reward  my  toils  at  laid, 

And  well  kind  love  Love  his  guardian  care  employs; 

m 

Who  makes  us  number  pains  and  dangers  pair, 

To  fwell  the  vafl  amount  of  prefent  joys. 


XIII. 


Heaven  grant  thefe  pleafures  may  not  foon  decay. 
For  vaft  extremes  will  feldom  long  remain : 
Heaven  grant  the  vifion  may  not  fleet  away. 
And  prefent  joys  expire  in  future  pain. 


XIV. 


Alas,  too  fare  the  tranfient  raptures  fade. 
Too  fure,  too  fait,  each  fair  idea  flies : 
The  flowery  forms  diffolve  that  Fancy  made. 
And  nought  but  dreary,  barren  wilds  arife. 


Where 
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XV. 

- 

Where  late  the  towering  Cedar  fought  the  Iky, 

W here  late  the  humbler  fweeter  Myrtle  grew ; 

With  horrid  afpedt  meet  my  lothing  eye 

The  poilbnous  Nightfhade,  and  the  baleful  Yew. 

XVI. 

Where  late  the  Woodbine  join’d  the  virgin  Rofe, 
Where  blow’d  the  Jeflamine  fweet  and  Lily  fair  5 

Cold  Aconite  in  wild  profulion  grows. 

And  Hemloc  s  breath  defiles  the  tainted  air.  — 

XVII. 

,  Twas  all  delufion ;  • —  I  no  menace  heard. 

No  plaintive  prayre,  no  agonizing  cries ; 

No  brutal  actions,  but  in  thought,  appear’d, 

No  struggling  damfel  met  thefe  doting  eyes. 

XVIII. 

No  luiL-impafiion  d  ravifher  I  found, 

I  freed  no  virgin  from  the  pangs  of  woe; 

In  her  deftroyer’s  breaft  I  fix’d  no  wound, 

N01  fent  a  monfter  to  the  Shades  below. 

I 

N  4  ’Twas 
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XIX. 

’Twas  all  delufion; — vain  are  all  my  cares, 

I  ftill  am  left  afflidted,  and  alone; 

Vain  are  my  fearches  yet,  and  vain  my  prayres, 
And  fair  Ophelia  yet  may  be  undone. 

XX. 

F orbid  it,  Heaven ;  forbid  my  fond  alarms ; 

Preferve  the  maid  from  every  danger  free ; 

O  fafe  preferve  her  unailaulted  charms. 

And  give  her  quickly  back  to  Love  and  Me. 

XXI. 

She  comes  not  yet;  —  nor  yet  the  maid  appears  ;  — 
Her  long  delay  this  tortur’d  heart  will  break : 

O,  ’tis  an  Abjence  of  a  thoufand  years; 

It  feems  a  tedious  century  while  I  fpeak. 

xxi  r. 

Come,  heavenly  Fair,  and  foothe  my  racking  pain, 
O  quickly  come,  and  blefs  my  aching  fight ; 
And  every  Joy  (hall  revel  in  thy  train. 

And  every  fcnfe  grow  wanton  with  delight. 


How 


/ 
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XXIII. 

How  fond  alas  are  all  the  Lover’s  dreams ! 

What  brightening  profpefts  can  my  griefs  afliiage  ? 
An  irkfome  hour  each  tedious  minute  feems  ; 

Each  hour  a  day,  and  every  day  an  age. 

XXIV. 

Ophelia,  come;  my  banifh’d  peace  relfore ; 

The  lovely  fmile  of  chearful  hope  difplay : 

A  moment  then  fhall  feem  each  fleeting  hour. 

And  time  itfelf  too  quickly  fteal  away. 
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SCELLANIE 


LOVE  and  REASON. 


I. 


"V\7" H AT  mean,  my  heart,  thofe  heaving  fighs ! 
What  vaft  diforder’d  paffions  rife, 

At  Sylvia’s  darling  name  ! 

Tis  Love,  —  ah  !  kill  the  fond  defire. 

Let  Reafon  nobler  thought  infnire, 

And  quench  the  riling  flame. 


II. 


Let  not  the  tyrant  God  coutroul. 

But  nobler  motives  fway  the  foul, 

And  worthier  deeds  infpire ; 
bleed  not  thofe  looks,  thofe  killing  eyes  ; 
Tis  great,  ’tis  godlike  to  defpife 
What  all  mankind  admire. 


III. 


The  bravefl  heroes  fhunn’d  the  charms 


Of  falfe  deluding  woman’s  arms. 


And 
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And  gain’d  immortal  fame : 

But  they,  whofe  tender  yielding  hearts 
A  vi&im  fell  to  female  arts. 

Are  now  without  a  name. 


But  foon  the  warring  thoughts  fubfide, ' 
.While  powerful  Reafon  thus  reply ’d 
(  And  who  ihail  difapprove  ?  ) 

<c  The  maid  whom  every  virtue  warms. 
The  maid  whofe  every  action  charms. 


’Tis  godlike  thus  to  love.’’ 


T’he 


R  E  Q^U  E  S  T 


To 


CUPID. 


I. 


Tilled;  filence  reigns  around. 
Save  the  lonely  knell  I  hear, 
Warning  with  its  folemn  found. 
Nightly  phantoms  to  appear. 


Through 
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II. 

Sadly-penlive  as  I  Itray, 

Tell  me,  gentle  God  of  Love, 

How  lhall  I  the  boon  repay? 

III. 

For,  indeed,  ’tis  kindly  done. 

Thus  to  guide  my  Heps  aright; 
Thus  to  lead  me,  while  alone,] 

t 

Through  the  awful  gloom  of  night. 

IV. 

Would’ft  thou  add  a  favour  more, 
Hailing  to  my  Delia ,  lay, 

How  in  Darknefs  I  deplore. 

Till  her  prefence  brings  the  Day. 


Through  this  deep  fequefter’d  grove 


ODE 
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O  D 


To  SYLVIA. 


E. 


I. 


I^AIR  is  Fiords  pride,  the  Rofe, 
Fair  the  Lily’s  filver  hue. 
Countlefs  beauties  they  difcloie, 

i  /  i 

Countlefs  beauties  bloom  in  you. 


II. 


Though  the  fragrant  Rofes  fair 
Odour’s  pureft  breath  exhale; 
Though  the  Lilies  fcent  the  air. 
Strewing  fweets  in  every  gale  : 


III. 


Soon  their  fleeting  charms  decay. 
Soon  they  droop  the  languid  head , 
Sweet  they  breathe  at  early  Day, 
Evening  finds  their  fragrance  fled, 


Though 
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IV. 

Though  they  bloom  in  all  their  grace, 
Sylvia ,  be  the  truth  confeft, 

Tis  the  Rofe  that  decks  thy  face , 
Thole  are  Lilies  on  thy  breajl. 


A  CALL  to  GRATITUDE, 

To  C  H  L  O  E, 

*  i. 

S  AY,  thou  cruel,  charming  Fair, 

How  long  mull;  I  endure 
Thofe  love-in  flidted  wounds  I  bear, 

Nor  hope  to  find  a  cure  ? 

Say,  why  on  me  you  thus  employ 
Each  token  of  difdain; 

Or  fay,  why  all  your  fex’s  joy 
Is  placed  in  others  pain? 


O  think 


miscellanies. 

II. 

O  think,  and  let  the  thought  recall 
Companion  to  your  bread-. 

That  but  for  faithlefs  woman  s  fall. 
Mankind  had  yet  been  bled: 

.  But  loving  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 
From  Eden  were  we  driven. 

And  for  the  Fair-one  chofe  to  fell 
A  Paradife  and  Heaven. 

III. 

Our  icls,  while  yet  tis  in  your  powre,  • 
Do  you  in  part  repay. 

And  feize,  my  Fair,  the  proffer’d  hour. 
To  wafh  your  guilt  away: 

For  us,  in  turn,  your  care  employ, 

To  US  fo  judly  due; 

And  let  at  lead  one  wretch  enjoy 
A  Paradife  in  Ton, 
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l9  2  miscellanies. 

I 

ANACREONTIC. 

I. 

/\  C'  ^  n0^  why  ^  pen  five  rove. 

O’er  the  lawn,  or  through  the  grove. 
Now  when  night  has  reach’d  its  noon. 
Pleas’d  with  yonder  liars  and  moon. 

II. ’ 

In  that  beauteous  Orb  of  night, 
Gently-llreaming  on  the  fight, 

I  can  fondly,  freely  trace 
Myras  fair- reflected  face. 

III. 

On  thofe  liars’  promifeuous  rays 
I  could  ever  gladly  gaze, 

While  my  ravilh’d  foul  diferies 
There  the  luftre  of  her  eyes. 


\ 
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HAPPY  SHEPHERD. 


fwains,  that  love  the  lylvan  Icene, 

Ye  flocks,  that  wanton  o*er  the  green, 

-i  e  warblers  of  the  grove, 

In  chearful  long,  and  feftive  play. 

Prepare  the  dance,  and  join  the  lay 
Of  Harmony  and  Love. 

II. 

For  fure  if  Cupid's  matchlefs  art, 

That  wins  the  idol  of  our  heart, 

Can  aught  of  blifs  fupply ; 

Seaich  all  the  mighty  globe  around, 

A  fwain  fb  true  fhall  ne’er  be  found 

i 

So  greatly  bleft  as  I. 

III. 

'Twas  when  the  fultry  fun  withdrew, 

And  Evening  fhed  her  balmy  dew, 

O  To 


To  heal  the  thirfty  plain; 

I  Delia  met  in  yonder  grove, 

And  told  the  tender  tale  of  love, 

Nor  told  the  tale  in  vain. 

IV. 

Confus’d  at  firft  fhe  ftrove  to  chide, 
While  frowns  affedled  vainly  try’d 
Her  beauties  to  deform  : 

But  though  ihe  cried  ’twas  much  amils, 
I  footh’d  her  anger  with  a  kifs. 

And  ftopt  the  rifing  ftorm. 

V. 

Be  hufh’d,  each  rill,  and  leafy  fpray, 
Ceafe,  Philomel,  that  mournful  lay, 

Nor  let  a  woe  be  thine ; 

Hufh,  every  gale  of  gentleft  air, 

While  Delia's  faithful  vows  declare 
Her  Soul  for  ever  mine. 


-  miscellanies. 

'The  FATALIST. 

*o  SYLVIA. 


T3RITHEE  fay,  thou  charming  creature, 
Why  that  cloud  upon  thy  face  ? 

Grief  will  ipoil  each  beauteous  feature. 

Tears  will  tarnifh  every  grace. 

That  thou  didff  not  fcorn  my  wooing, 
Giateful  I  the  favour  own  j 
Yet  twas  not  my  Sylvia’s  doing, 

W e  were  rul’d  by  Fate  alone. 


ir. 

Why  then  does  my  F air— one  teaze  me 
With  a  fond  unmeaning  vow  ? 

Fated  then  were  you  to  pleafe  me. 

Nor  was  I  defpifed  by  You. 

But  if  alter’d  now  the  cafe  is. 

As  the  fad  decree  is  made. 

Let  us  wipe  our  blubber’d  faces. 

Cruel  Fate  will  be  obey’d. 

0  2  The 
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The  STOLEN  KISS. 

To  C  H  L  O  E. 


I 


EXCUSE,  my  Fair,  the  Jlolen  Kifs, 
Nor  take  the  harmlefs  theft  amifs. 
For  I  was  not  to  blame : 

Believe  the  truth  I  now  declare, 

’Twas  Love  that  taught  me  thus  to  dare, 
And  thus  avow  my  flame. 


II 


You  look’d  fo  innocently  fair. 

So  foftly-fweet  and  debonair,  — 

Tis  true  I  ftole  a  kifs: 

But  while  my  foul  was  fondly  fir’d 
By  joys  which  Heaven  and  you  infpir  d, 
How  could  it  be  amifs? 


WOMA  N’s 
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WOMAN’S  resolution. 

A  SONG. 

I. 


T^AIR  Phyllis  in  a  fhady  grove. 
Remov’d  from  human  ken. 
Thus  pleaded  to  the  God  of  Love, 
Thus  rail’d  at  faithlefs  men : 

“  O  Cupid \  hear  a  virgin’s  prayre. 
And  grant  this  one  requefl. 

So  lhalt  thou  eafe  me  of  my  care. 
And  make  me  blythe  and  bleft. 


II. 

May  Cory  don ,  ungrateful  fwain. 

Some  haughty  Fair-one  find. 

Alike  regardlefs  of  his  pain. 

Alike  to  him  unkind. 

Let  ills  unknown,  unheard  before. 

New  torments  ftill  create ; 

Let  him  be  deftm  d  to  adore} 

Let  her  be  doom’d  to  hated 

°  3  She 


I 
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III. 

She  faid  ; — but  lo  !  where  blythe  and  gay, 
The  Twain  himfelf  appears. 

Prepar’d  to  chafe  her  frowns  away, 

And  foothe  her  jealous  fears : 

Then  clofe  he  folded  to  his  bread:. 

The  ill-diflembling  maid: 

She  figh’d,  The  funk,  fhe  blulh’d,  and  bled: 
The  Shepherd  and  the  Shade. 


From  the  Greek  of  Antiphilus. 

tTTHEN  young  I  was  needy,  now  fit  for 
*  *  the  grave 

I  am  rich ;  yet  how  poor  my  condition  ! 

I  might  have  enjoy’d  what  I  then  could  not  have, 
Now  having  I’m  pad:  the  fruition. 


RURAL 
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RURAL  HAPPIN 

•  s 

Felices  ter  &  amplius , 

I 

£>uos  irrupta  tenet  copula ;  nec  mails 
Divulfus  querimoniis, 

Suprema  citius  folvet  amor  die. 

I. 

AY,  my  Sylvia,  blooming  Fair, 
^  Brighteft  of  the  virgin  train. 
Why  that  haughty  look  and  air. 
Why  thofe  tokens  of  difdain? 

II. 

What  though  bleft  with  every  grace. 
Of  a  nobler  line  you  boaft  ? 

Time  will  fpoil  thy  blooming  face. 
Titles  vanilh  in  the  dull. 

O  4 
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III. 

See  yon  unrepining  pair. 

Sporting  o’er  the  flowery  plain ; 

She,  a  mighty  monarch’s  care. 

He,  an  humble  fhepherd  Twain. 

IV. 

Lending  low  to  Cupid's  throne, 
Courts  and  kingdoms  The  forfook : 

Scorn’d  the  lplendour  of  a  crown. 
Left  the  fceptre  for  the  crook. 

V. 

Thus  they  toy,  and  thus  they  play. 
Crown’d  v/ith  every  calm  delight; 

Tend  their  fleecy  flock  by  day, 

Give  to  rapture  all  the  night. 

VI. 

Bleft  with  innocence  and  eafe. 

Here  they  every  comfort  prove ; 

All  is  happinefs  and  peace. 

All  is  harmony  and  love. 


ODE 
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To  CYNTHIA. 

Luna  mi  hi  tremulum  Lumen  prabebat.  Ovid. 


I. 


Cynthia ,  peerlefs  Queen  of  Night, 
With  flowing  locks  of  amber  light, 


Ilalle  not  fb  fwift  away ; 


If  e  er  on  Latmos  thou  didft  prove 
The  fweetly-pleafing  pains  of  love, 
Stay,  gentle  Cynthia,  ftay. 


II. 


O  flay,  while  fondly  I  impart 


To  thee  the  dictates  of  a  heart 
From  every  falfhood  free : 

Then  quick  the  tale  to  Delia  bear. 
The  tale,  which  Delia,  fcornful  Fair, 
Difdains  to  hear  from  me. 


And 


I 
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III. 

And  now  while  fober  Twilight  reigns, 

Let  all  my  love  in  fofteft  ftrains, 

Be  whilper’d  in  her  ear; 

For  ’tis  fo  pure,  fo  chafte  a  flame, 

That  thou  without  a  blufh  may ’ft  name, 

Nor  Delia  blufh  to  hear. 

IV. 

•  • 

Say,  how  I  rove  thefe  vales  along, 

While  yonder  fhepherd  tunes  his  fong. 

In  numbers  wildly  free ; 

As  oft  I  make  the  maid  my  theme, 

Beflde  this  filver-dimpled  ftream. 

That  mourns  by  fympathy. 

V. 

Or  while  I  mark  that  Nightingale 
Addrefs  to  thee  her  lovelorn  tale. 

All  queruloufly  flow; 

Say  bow  I  love  her  plaints  to  hear, 

Say  how  I  drop  the  frequent  tear, 

And  join  in  focial  woe. 

When 
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VI. 


When  all  around  meek  filence  reigns, 
Save  on  thofe  dew-befpangled  plains. 
Where  ftray  the  browzing  fheep  ; 
Save  where  from  far  the  brawling  rills 
Fall  babbling  down  the  fide-long  hills. 
And  tempt  the  foul  to  deep: 


VII. 

If  haply  flumbers  then  invade. 

Say  how  I  feem  to  woo  the  maid, 
(Ah!  wherefore  only  feem  ? ) 
Then  fay  what  waking  pains  I  find  j 
Perfuade  my  Charmer  to  be  kind. 
And  realize  the  Dream. 
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THE 

CONTENTED  LOVER. 

I. 

If  E  T  others  range  o’er  diftant  feas 

J  *  For  wealth  their  only  aim ; 

Or,  Haves  to  glory,  barter  eafe 
For  unfubftantial  fame, 

Purfue  the  dark  intrigues  of  Hate, 

Or  vilely  pradtife  to  be  great. 

II. 

My  foul,  to  meaner  arts  unknown, 

Can  grandeur’s  charms  defpife, 

And  deaf  to  fame,  adore  alone 
The  powre  of  Delias  eyes. 

With  tranfport  view  the  blooming  Fair, 

Its  foie  ambition  center’d  there. 


SYLVIA 


SYLVIA: 

A 

PASTORAL. 


Te  loquor  abfentem :  te  vox  mca  nominat  unum: 

Nulla  venit  fine  te  nox  mihi,  nulla  dies.  Ovid. 
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SYLVIA: 

A 

pastoral. 

Te  loquor  abfentem :  te  vox  mea  nominat  unum  : 

Nulla  venit  fine  te  nox  mi  hi,  nulla  dies.  Ovid. 

\ 

npHRICE  had  fair  Cynthia  fhed  her  virgin  ray 
O’er  chearlefs  night  to  pour  a  mimic  day ; 
And  thrice  had  Phcebus  all  his  powre  di (play’d ; 

Since  thoughtful  Sylvia  fought  the  lonely  fliade. 
Sylvia,  the  faired:  of  the  female  kind. 

That  nature  form’d,  or  innocence  refin’d : 

Who  follow  d,  far  from  each  corruptive  art. 

The  genuine  dictates  of  a  feeling  heart : 

Left  all  the  wiles  by  confcious  vice  requir’d. 

And  fpake,  and  adted,  as  that  heart  infpir’d. 

For  thrice  had  Cynthia  fhed  her  virgin  light. 

And  thrice  had  Phcebus  chas’d  the  fhades  of  night ; 

Since 
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Since  youthful  Damon ,  who  alone  had  found 
The  fecret  art  to  fix  the  fecret  wound. 

And  hold  the  Fair  in  Cupid's  pleafing  chain, 

I 

Had  left,  at  once,  the  damfel  and  the  plain. 

To  her  paternal  home,  the  lovely  maid 
Prerferr’d  the  bofom  of  a  woodbine  fhade. 

Where  wanton  nature  lavifh’d  each  delight, 

O  7 

To  pleafe  the  fmell,  or  entertain  the  fight. 

Here  long  had  Zephyr  fix’d  his  happy  feat, 

And  fill’d  the  air  with  many  a  rifing  fweetj 
With  many  a  fweet  had  Zephyr  fill’d  the  air. 

With  many  a  thoufand  had  the  blooming  Fair: 
With  whom  how  vainly  might  the  God  con t eft. 

All  earth  acknowledg’d,  and  all  air  confeft. 

Softer,  when  She  appear’d,  the  rivulet  flow’d. 

The  floweret  brighten’d,  and  the  landfcape  glow’d : 
While  from  her  lips,  on  dewy  pinions  borne. 

Fell  Heaven’s  pure  breath,  the  incenfe  of  the  morn. 

’Twas  here  the  Virgin  pafs’d  her  muling  hours. 
Stretch’d  on  a  carpet  fair  of  bending  flowres, 

That  caught  new  vigour  from  their  lovely  gueft. 
And  drew  frefh  odours  from  her  fairer  breaft. 


’Twas 
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T was  here  the  beauteous  maiden  fweetly  mourn’d. 
While  gentle  Echo  every  figh  return’d. 

0 

The  (hare  no  longer  breaks  the  flubborn  foil ; 

i  % 

“  The  lowing  oxen  leave  their  daily  toil.  '  ■ 

Homeward  his  courle  the  whiffling  Plowman  bends, 
‘  And  the  tir’d  Hedger  to  his  hamlet  tends. 

I 

Thick-riling  fmoke  from  yonder  chimney  breaks; 
“  T^e  hearty  meal  that  fmoke  thick-riling  (peaks  : 
Which  now  at  eve  the  duteous  Wife  prenares. 

To  (cothe  their  labours,  and  to  eafe  their  cares. 

<c  Delicious  feaft !  whofe  comforts  well  repay 
The  tons  and  troubles  of  the  tedious  day  c 
“  Delicious  feaft  !  the  fource  of  chearful  health, 

“  The  wifh  of  princes,  and  the  peafant’s  wealth : 

“  From  whofe  untainted  fount  the  joys  that  flow. 
Nor  pride  can  tafte,  nor  luxury  bellow.' 

Fall;  finks  the  fun  behind  yon  mountain  drear, 

“  And  foon  thefe  giant  (hades  (hall  difappear. 

No  longer  (hall  yon  fpiry  hill  behold 
Its  rifing  fummit  tipp’d  with  beamy  gold  • 

“  While  Phoebus  far  removes  his  vital  ray, 

..  And  full  per  diftant  regions  pours  the  day. 

P  “  Black 
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i  « 

“  Black  Night  will  foon  affert  her  filent  reign, 

“  And  homeward  drive  the  Hunters  from  the  plain. 
“  Perhaps  my  Damon ,  whom  a  troop  furrounds 
“  Of  jovial  fportfmen,  and  of  drooping  hounds, 
t[  This  way  may  pafs ;  (  O,  be  the  omen  true !  ) 
tc  And  haply  palling,  I  may  hope  to  view. 

“  How  lhall  I  tremble ;  yet  what  fecret  joy 
“  Will  fwell  my  foul,  as  comes  the  beauteous  boy ; 
“  At  once  to  fill  each  high,  tumultuous  vein, 

«  With  thrilling  rapture,  and  with  dubious  pain. 

“  In  brighter  moifture  fwims  his  liquid  eye, 

«  Than  that  fair  ftar  that  decks  the  evening  Iky, 

“  Refiedted  beauteous  in  the  lucid  Deep, 
l<  When  every  gale  is  hulh’d  to  gentle  deep. 

“  The  angel  FQrm  that  leads  the  rifing  day, 

“  With  equal  beauty  marks  its  radiant  way : 

“  Nor  fairer,  fofter,  fweeter  charms  adorn 
“  The  purple  evening,  or  the  roly  morn. 

“  Now  has  this  earth  her  annual  circle  run, 

“  In  fwift  rotation,  round  the  central  fun, 

“  Since  laft  that  fun  bellow’d  its  genial  ray, 

“  To  gild  the  prefence  of  my  natal  day  : 


“  An 
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“  An  homely  feaft  my  deareft  mother  made, 

“  Beneath  the  covert  of  the  orchard  fhade  ; 

“  To  pafs  in  banquet,  and  to  crown  with  mirth, 

“  The  hour  that  gave  her  darling  Sylvia  birth. 

“  The  feftive  news  a  quick  conveyance  found 
“  To  all  the  hamlets  of  the  country  round  : 

“  And  foon  approach’d  us,  from  the  neighbouring- 
“  plain, 

“  Each  lovely  Thepherdefs,  and  manly  Twain, 

“  In  neat  proceflion,  and  in  trim  array, 

“  To  join  the  banquet,  and  adorn  the  day. 

“  Firft,  as  the  faireff,  of  the  youthful  train. 
Appear  d  my  Dcimoii,  ever-lovely  Twain. 

“  Sure  never  ribbons  fhone  To  bright  before, 

As  thoTe,  that  day,  which  in  his  hat  he  wore  i 
“  Sure  never  noTegay  bloom’d  with  Tuch  a  grace, 

<c  As  that  which  nodded  o’er  his  manly  face  : 

“  As  fondly  aiming  freflier  health  to  feek, 

“  And  draw  perfe&ion  from  his  ruddy  cheek. 

His  auburne  hair  or  wanton’d  in  the  wind. 

Or  o  er  his  temples  elegantly  twin’d ; 

P  2  “  o  C 
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“  Or  down  his  neck  in  folds  luxuriant  ran ; 

“  Such  locks  as  ne’er  adorn’d  the  neck  of  man. 

“  Upon  his  brow,  high-thron’d  in  regal  date, 

\  *  • 

“  The  rofy  God  of  Love  triumphant  fate ; 

“  While  from  his  cheek  the  fmile  high-temper’d 
“  flow’d, 

“  And  every  grace,  the  labour  of  the  God. 

“  On  me  the  Shepherd  call:  his  eager  eyes, 

“  Whilft  in  my  bread  a  thoufand  paflions  rife : 

“  On  me  he  cad  his  eager  eyes,  that  found 
“  Mine,  half  on  him,  half  turn’d  upon  the  ground ; 
“  As  half  dedring,  half  afraid,  to  view 
“  What  mod  I  wifh’d  might  prove  the  fignal  true. 

“  Yes,  O  my  Damon.,  when  with  graceful  mien, 

“  You  quick-advanc’d  upon  the  level  green ; 

“  And  beg’d  me  to  receive  thofe  flowerets  fair, 

“  To  deck  my  bofom,  or  adorn  my  hair; 

“  (Which  decency  compell’d  me  then  to  take, 

<c  And  I  ftill  honour  for  the  donor's  fake  :) 

“  Swift  ocr  my  cheeks  you  faw  the  blufhes  rife, 

“  And  flrange  emotions  revel  in  my  eyes. 

cc  Since 
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“  Since  that  bleft  hour,  each  kindly  eve  hath  found 
“  The  drooping  flowerets  laid  upon  the  ground ; 

“  While  o’er  their  leaves  the  twilight  fhades  diffufe 
The  giaterul  tribute  of  refrefhing  dews  : 

“  And  each  returning  day  with  pride  confefl 
‘  The  harmlefs  favourite  blooming  in  my  bread:. 

“  On  your  dear  bofom  were  its  beauties  laid. 

They  neer  could  die,  nor  ever  would  they  fade. 

“  But,  O  ye  Powers  of  Love  !  when  Damon  func^ 

“  What  heavenly  mufic  warbled  from  his  tongue  ! 
tc  What  various  accents  wanton’d  in  the  gale, 

“  Sweli’d  on  the  ear,  or  dy’d  along  the  vale  ! 

<c  ’Tis  true  the  words  I  do  not  well  retain, 

“  But,  ah  !  the  pleafure  ever  will  remain  ; 

<c  Or  call  it  rapture;  ftilf  ’tvvere  hard  to  find 
A  word  to  fpeak  the  fullnefs  of  my  mind : 

N01  thought  can  feign,  nor  language  can  exp  refs, 
My  hearts  abundance,  or  my  joy’s  excels: 

“  Though  well  the  motions  of  my  foul  maintain, 

“  The  fPring  of  pleafure  is  the  fource  of  pain.— 

“  Since  that  fweet  hour  difcourteous  fate  denies 
The  lovely  Ihepnerd  to  my  lonttinn-  eves. 
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<c  What  bufinefs  hinders,  or  what  chance  detains, 

1  ‘  My  abfent  Damon  from  his  native  plains? 

“  Yet,  how  my  cheeks  would  glow  with  all  their  fire, 
“  Should  I  accomplifh,  what  I  mod:  defire ! 

I 

“  For  when  he  touch’d  my  hand,  I  fondly  try’d 
“  To  lift  my  eyes ;  but  foolifh  fear  deny’d. 

“  Quick  through  mine  ears  unufual  murmurs  flow’dj 
“  Quick  o’er  my  face  unufual  purple  glow’d. 

<c  O  fay,  from  whence  the  foft  fenfation  rofe ; 

“  Say  what  its  kind,  nor  hide  the  lecret  caufe  ? 

“  For  fure  the  blifs,  which  ne’er  till  then  I  knew, 

“  Was  palling  wondrous,  for  ’twas  pafling  new. 

“  Nor  Colins  kindnefs,  nor  Palamons  kifs, 

“  O’erwhelm  my  bofom  in  fuch  floods  of  blifs  j 
“  When  in  the  rural  fports  the  fwains  advance, 
cc  High  bound  in  air,  or  try  the  fofter  dance : 

<c  Though  cither  youth  exerts  his  every  art, 

“  To  fix  his  empire,  and  fecure  my  heart. 

“  Oft  too,  when  deep  has  dos’d  my  flumbering 
“  eyes, 


“  Oft  have  I  feen  my  Damon’s  likenefs  rife. 


“  Then 
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“  Then,  with  what  rapture  do  I  view  his  charms, 
iC  Clafp  d  to  my  bread,  and  circled  in  my  arms ! 
<c  While,  high-advanc’d,  our  mighty  joys  deride 
The  fneers  of  prudery,  or  the  frowns  of  pride. 
“  Yet  blamelefs,  fure,  mud  be  my  fond  defires, 

I  cannot  anfwer  what  my  fleep  infpires  i 

4 

<c  And  well  I  know,  no  wanton  thought  lhall  find 
“  An  eafy  entrance  to  my  waking  mind. 

“  I  bar  each  portal  from  the  wiles  of  fin ; 

“  Safe  guard  the  works  without,  and  walls  within  : 
“  Yet  dreams,  in  fpite  of  all  my  care,  invade ; 

“  The  poll  is  routed,  or  the  fort  betray’d. 

“  But  dreams  are  harmlefs  things,  and  hate  the 
“  light ; 

“  They  11  fiee  to-morrow,  though  they  rage  to-night 

“  O  Damon,  near  me  that  thou  now  wert  lain, 

“  Extended  lovely  on  this  flowery  plain : 

“  My  knee  fhould  well  the  pillow’s  place  fupply, 
c-  And  fafely  thou  the  rifing  damps  defy. 

"  Thy  flowing  hair,  that  wantons  in  the  wind, 

“  This  hand  Ihouid  gather,  and  this  filk  flhould  bind. 

p  4  “  The 
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The  powerful  ribbon  was  by  Delia  given, 

When  flie  exchang’d  her  vows  with  Love  and 
Cc  Heaven : 

And  Delia  faid,  the  myftic  rites  impart 
A  fecret  charm  to  bind  a  Lovers  Heart. 
lv  from  this  clear  dream,  whofe  gurgling  wa- 
“  ters  .flow 

O’er  the  fmooth  pebbles  to  the  vales  below  j 
Far  more  tranfparent  than  the  pureft  rains, 

7  hat  earth  can  wiih  for,  or  that  Heaven  contains : 
From  this  clear  ft  ream  would  I  thy  third:  allay. 
And  cool  the  fervors  of  the  fultry  day. 

This  virgin  Kerchief,  which  more  white  appears. 
Than  the  fair  fleece  thy  faireft  lambkin  wears, 
Spotlefs  as  innocence,  would  I  fcmploy, 

To  foothe  the  labours  of  my  lovely  boy': 

While  from  thy  brow,  as  on  this  lap  you  lay, 

I  clear’d  the  duft,  or  wip’d  the  drops  away. 

“  I  his  little  hat,  compos’d  of  woven  draws, 
Should  fondly  play,  and  fan  thee  to  repofe ; 

Did  gentle  Zephyr’s  fragrant  pinions  fail 
I  o  lend  the  tribute  of  their  cooling  gale. 


How 
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How  did  I  envy  thus,  of  late,  employ’d, 

<c  The  wondrous  blifs  that  Phcebes  care  enjoy’d ! 

“  I  fear  ’twas  jealoufy ;  yes,  much  I  fear 
The  1  eftlefs  Eiend  has  found  a  lodging  here. 

And  ah  !  thefe  frequent  fighs  too  plainly  prove, 

“  The  caufe  of  Jealoufy  is  nought  but  Love. 

But  hufh,  my  heart fay,  do  I  not  in  vain 
tc  Wifh  o’er  the  minutes,  and  expedt  the  fwain  ! 

<c  Have  I  not  heard,  of  late,  what  languor  reigns 
“  O’er  all  his  mind,  and  clogs  his  lazy  veins ! 
cc  How  he  avoids  each  fcene  he  lately  lov’d. 

And  hates  the  comrades,  that  he  once  approv’d  • 
-:£  While  not  a  ray  of  wonted  joy  is  found  : 

“  While,  all  negledted,  droops  each  faithful  hound  : 

“  While  now  no  words  can  tempt  him  to  embrace 
“  The  late-lov’d  pleafures  of  the  manly  chace  ! 

“  But  fond  of  deepeft  folitude,  he  roves 
££  Through  lonely  meads,  or  unfrequented  groves  : 

“  Or  fighs  beneath  the  thick-embowering  fhade, 

£C  By  feme  old  oak’s  far-flretching  branches  made : 

“  While  every  a6lion  fpeaks,  too  plain  exprefl, 

“  Some  weiShty  bufinefs  labouring  in  his  breail. 
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Or  elle,  within  the  foreft’s  lonely  maze 
He  walks  deep  mufing ;  or  fotgetful  ftrays 
Through  each  withdrawing  vault,  or  winding  ile, 
Of  yonder  ivy-crown’d,  romantic  pile, 

Whofe  every  time-fhook  arch,  and  mouldering  wall, 
Seem  tumbling  now,  or  tottering  to  their  fall. 

“  Alas !  each  tafte  of  every  known  delight 
Has  fled  my  foul,  fince  Damon  met  my  fight. 

No  pleafure  now  my  alter’d  bofom  knows, 

“  Save  what  alone  from  Love  and  Damon  flows. 

“  I  pafs  unheeded  by  the  turtle’s  moan. 

Her  kindred  forrows  funk  v/ithin  my  own. 

No  fportive  Squirrel  with  ifs  wanton  play, 

<c  Avails  to  chafe  the  tedious  hours  away : 

“  Nor  favourite  Chloe  now  mull:  hope  to  lhare 
“  Her  miflxefs’  kind  endearments  and  her  care. 

“  But  can  the  fwain,  who  long  was  known  to 
“  wound 

Each  fighing  maid  of  all  the  hamlets  round ; 
Who  yet  with  cold  indifference  calmly  fees 
<{  Each  maid’s  attempts  to  torture  or  to  pleafe  ; 

“  Say’ 
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can  the  youth,  from  all  their 
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‘  Indulge  a  thought,  or  (pare  a  look  for  me? 

“  ^  es>  I’ll  fuppofe  it.  —  O,  what  joys  arijfe, 

“  What  melting  tranfports,  from  the  fond  lurmife ! 
“  For  while  I  think  the  dear  delufion  true, 

“  All  Heaven  is  open’d  to  my  boundlefs  view. 

“  Yet,  was  of  late  the  darling  Shepherd  feen 
Near  yon  extended  row  of  willows  green 
That  fhade  the  purling  brook,  and  try  to  lave 
tc  Their  quivering  branches  in  the  lucid  wave; 

“  While  yet  that  wave  maintains  its  equal  pace. 

Nor  heeds  the  pleafures  of  their  fond  embrace. 
Yes,  he  has  found,  although  I  ilrove  to  hide, 

“  Tis  there  I  haply  dive  beneath  the  tide ; 

And  therefore  haunts,  (what  cannot  Love  per- 
“  fuade  ?) 


“  The  lonely  ftream,  and  unfrequented  lhade. 

Pei  haps,  evn  now,  he  fits  the  trees  amono-- 

6  * 

“  He  may  be  there,  or  he  may  come  ere  long : 

“  ’Tis  but  to  try :  —  but,  ah  !  the  talk  is  vain 

* 

“  %  ionhts  FrP]ex  me,  and  my  fears  retrain. 

“  Whence, 
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Whence,  whence  proceed  thele  varying  thoughts 
<c  that  roll 

<{  Through  all  my  frame,  and  lhake  my  inmoft  foul : 
“  Each  doubtful  pleafure,  and  each  dubious  pain, 

“  That  wrings  my  heart,  and  throbs  in  every  vein  ? 
“  Say,  why  his  tedious  abfence  I  deplore, 

“  Yet  fear  his  prefence  would  torment  me  more? 

“  Or  why  through  all  the  maze  of  art  I  run, 

“  To  frame  a  meeting,  which  I  ftrive  to  fhun  ? 

“  Alas,  ’tis  Love  !  and  he  alone  can  drew 
“  His  founts  of  rapture,  or  his  fp  rings  of  woe. 

“  What  v/ell-laid  ftratagem  can  thought  devife, 

“  To  eafc  this  heart,  or  feed  thele  longing  eyes  ? 

“  Say,  fliall  I  drop  this  Bracelet  on  the  green? — 

<c  For  on  my  arm  this  Bracelet  he  has  leen. 

“  He’ll  know  the  toy,  that  he  has  mark’d  before, 

“  And  doubtlefs,  knowing,  he  will  fafe  reftore. 

"  Then  fliall  I  find  the  blifs  I  fondly  fee kj 
“  1  then  fliall  fee  him,  and  he  then  will  fpeak : 
tc  Blelf  intercourle  !  nor  will  the  twain  divine 
Whofe  deep  contrivance  form’d  the  great  defign. 

“  Perhaps, 
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“  Perhaps,  the  while  imprinting  kiffes  warm, 
cc  Himfelf  may  beg  to  bind  it  on  my  arm. 

“  The  moded  boon  what  maiden  could  deny  ? 

“  At  lead,  who  would,  that  loves  fo  well  as  I  ? 

“  Alas,  what  projects  does  my  fancy  frame, 

0 

“-To  diew  my  weaknefs,  or  expofe  my  fhame! 

“  Of  pleafures  far  remov’d  I  fondly  dream ; 

“  Perhaps,  to-night,  he  vifits  not  the  dream. 

“  Another  fwain  the  glittering  bait  may  find, 

“  And  ufe  his  fortune,  as  I  ne’er  defign’d : 

“  May  drew  it  as  a  gift  from  me  receiv’d; 
tc  And  foon,  alas,  the  tale  will  be  believ’d  ; 

“  Then  fhould  I  dand  a  public  fiaame  confed ; 

“  Each  maid’s  derifion,  and  each  fhepherd’s  jed  : 

‘c  For  all  would  cry,  ’Twas  not  in  vain  die  dray’d 
“  Befide  the  dream,  or  fate  beneath  the  ihade  : 

“  Doubtlefs,  the  man,  who  could  this  favour  gain, 
“  Will  adc  for  greater,  —  and  perhaps  obtain. 

Do  I  not  lee,  each  fleeting  hour  dilplay’d. 

The  maiks  on  innocence  by  envy  made ; 
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Each  fleeting  hour,  what  cankering  blafts  con- 
“  fume, 

<c  Fame’s  tender  buds,  and  Virtue’s  fairer  bloom  ? 

“  Should  not  the  taunts  that  late  Myrtilla  bare, 

“  Maturely  caution  Sylvia  to  beware? 

<c  Becaufe  Palamoris  Mopfy  once  was  feen 
“  Her  lleps  attending  o’er  the  moiften’d  green  j 
“  While  every  nymph,  and  every  fwain  divin’d, 

“  That  Mopfy  s  Mafter  —  was  not  far  behind. 

“  No  j  I’ll  defift :  —  our  hopes  on  fate  depend  ; 
“We  cannot  make  our  fortune,  nor  amend. 

“  Ev’n  Damons  felf,  when  lively  fancy  fir’d, 

“  The  place  invited,  and  the  nymph  inipir’d, 

“  Might  firive — but  huih; — what  is  the  iicife  1  hear  ? 
“  I’m  all  confus’d,  and  tremble  with  my  fear. 

“  Alas !  what  dangers  Fancy  can  perfuade  1 
“  No  noife  difturb’d  me  ;  for  no  noile  was  made. 

“  But,  fee,  where  Night  advances  o’er  the  plain  j 
<c  The  twinkling  flars  announce  her  filent  reign. 

“  My  Mother  oft,  while  Heaven  prolong’d  her  days, 
“  Bid  me  avoid  late  hours,  and  lonely  ways. 

“  Should 


“  Should  fome  misfortune  unforefeen  impend, 

“  No  arms  have  I,  to  conquer,  or  defend  j 
“  Save  virgin  tears,  and  unavailing  cries,  . 

“  Or  plaintive  looks,  the  rhetoric  of  the  eyes. 

“  At  befl,  ’twere  folly,  fhould  I  fondly  run 
“  To  meet  that  danger,  which  I  now  can  fhun. 
“  Homeward  I’ll  fpeed ;  for  ’tis  in  vain  to  flay  j 
“  Enjoy  the  night,  and  hope  a  happier  day.” 
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From  the  French  of  Madame  Defhoulieres, 

*  \  ,  A 

A  I  R. 

TIT Herefore  did  you  bid  me  dread 
*  v  Only  wolves  in  foreds  bred? 

Tis  not  enough  their  rage  to  £hun  :  — 

*  i 

A  tender  fhepherd  young,  and  gay. 

Has  done  my  flocks  more  harm  to-day. 

Than  all  the  wolves  could  e’er  have  done. 


AIR  from  the  fame. 

II Y  returned  thou,  O  Spring, 

Who  invites  thee  here  again  ? 

The  nightingales  that  plaintive  ling. 
Redouble  all  my  dying  pain. 

,  Why  holds  not  Winter  dill  his  iron  reign  ? 
T'hyrfs,  ah  Fhyrfis  is  untrue, 

Then  when  have  I  with  vernal  days  to  do  ? 


AIR 
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AIR  from  the  fame . 

AN  I  then  by  no  means  know. 
Who's  this  Love  that's  dreaded  fo$ 
Which  they  fay  muft  one  day  be 
Matter  of  my  heart  and  me  ? 

Cannot  he,  the  lovely  fwain. 

Who  each  evening  on  the  plain. 
Underneath  yon  ipreading  oak. 

Tells  me  how  to  feed  my  dock ; 

Cannot  he  then  let  me  know. 

Who’s  this  Love  that’s  dreaded  fo  ? 
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From  the  fame . 

JN  a  folitary  lhade. 

Iris  with  her  Ihepherd  laid. 

Trembled  while  the  rilque  Ihe  view’d. 

Should  her  Ihepherd  dare  be  rude. 

O’er 
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O’er  her  face  a  blufhing  red 
Native  modefly  had  fpread. 

And  the  fhepherd  learnt  that  day, 
What  thofe  blulhes  meant  to  fay. 


From  the  fame. 

% 

A  Sad  misfortune  is  impending  o’er 
-**■  The  dear,  the  lovely  fhepherd  I  adore. 

Ye  flreams,  ye  know  it,  yet  purfue  your  way; 

Ye  nightingales,  —  and  yet  attune  your  lay. 

Ye,  who  alone  where  confcious  of  our  love, 

Ceafe,  birds,  your  notes,  ye  rivers,  ceafe  to  move : 
A  fad  misfortune  is  impending  o’er 
The  dear,  the  lovely  fhepherd  I  adore. 
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From  the  French  of  Made moif elk  Deshoulieres. 

fTERE  I’ll  meditate  at  leifure, 

Nought  fhall  interrupt  my  pleafure. 
While  thus  reflecting  on  the  Twain  I  love :  — 

If  thou  think’ft,  dear  youth,  on  me, 

Jufl:  as  I  do  now  of  thee. 

What  foft  fenfations  niuft  thy  bofom  prove ! 


* 

From  the  fame. 


XT'  LY  from  this  enchanted  grove  .  — • 
X  Fhyrfs  here  the  other  day, 

Fhyrfis,  handfome ,  young ,  and  gay. 
Favour’d  by  the  pleafing  lhade. 

Which  thefe  bending  branches  made, 
Learnt  the  fecret  of  my  love : — 

Fly  from  this  enchanted  grove. 
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The  GARTER. 

*  * 

In  nova  fert  animus  mutatas  die  ere  formas 
Corpora ,  dii  Cceptis  ( nam  vos  mutdflis  ill  as ) 

Adfpirate  meis. - 

Regia ,  crede  tnihi ,  res  eji  fuccurrere  lapfis.  Ovid. 


AS  Chloe  led  the  mazy  round, 

The  Jilken  chord  that  tied 
Her  milk-white  flocking,  on  the  ground 
Rejoicing  Strephon  fpied. 

II. 


Quick  trail fports  in  his  bofom  roll, 
His  features  glow  with  joy, 
As  in  an  extafy  of  foul 

He  feiz’d  the  gaudy  toy. 

III. 

But  foon  his  blifs  became  defpair, 
As  on  the  Garter  fhone, 

In  envious  letters  full  and  fair, 
Exulting,  I  LOVE  NONE. 


MISCELLANIES.  2: 

« 

IV. 

Enrag’d  the  Twain  to  Chloe  flies, 

With  love  and  grief  oppreft, 

And  take,  O  take  again,  he  cries, 

Th  is  murderer  of  my  reft. 

m 

V. 

Why  fhould  you  thus  avow  your  mind. 

Nor  let  me  live  in  hope  ? 

O  true ;  it  was  exceeding  kind, 

’Twill  ferve  me  for  a  rope. 

VI. 

Thus  Strephon  fpake  in  piteous  plight. 

The  whiles  his  folemn  face. 

That  lately  fparkled  with  delight, 

Betray’d  his  woful  cafe. 

VII. 

His  arms  were  folded  crofs  his  breaft, 

His  brow  a  cloud  obfcur’d. 

And  well  his  down- Gaft  eyes  exp  reft 
How  much  his  heart  endur’d. 

3  His 
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✓ 

VIII. 

His  alter’d  air  the  virgin  faw. 

Nor  faw  without  a  ligh  ; 

Yet  though  her  bofom  felt  his  woe. 

She  trembled  to  comply. 

XI. 

Thus  while  her  thoughts  alternate  mov’d 
’Twixt  love  and  darling  pride, 

’Twas  doubtful  whether  Chloe  prov’d 
A  murderefs  or  a  bride. 

i 

X. 

At  length,  in  pity  to  his  pain, 

For  much  his  forrows  grieve  her. 

She  turns  the  Garter  to  a  Chain , 

To  bind  their  hands  for  ever. 

IX. 

Thrice  happy  conqueft  thus  obtain'd 
O’er  Chloe' $  vanquifh’d  heart! 

Thrice  happy  Garter  thus  ordain’d 
To  ad  fo  kind  a  part! 


Long 


XII. 


Long  may’ft  thou  flourifh  fair  and  bright, 

While  all  our  maids  agree 

/ 

To  bind  thy  fiiken  foldings  tight. 

And  tie  above  the  knee. 

XIII. 

There  reft  fecure  and  happy,  where 
No  mortal  wight  can  fpy  thee, 

Untill  the  willing  fall  declare. 

He  fafter  ought  to  tie  thee. 

XIV. 

But  fhould  fome  buiy  fop  intrude. 
Commencing  bold  alfaulter, 

May ’ft  thou  reward  his  fearches  rude, 

Relapfing  to  a  halter. 

•  * 

XV. 

All  hail  thou  fource  of  fear  and  hope, 

Of  blifs  or  woe  the  fpring, 

A  Garter  now,  and  now  a  Rope, 

And  now  a  Wedding  Ring. 
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The  Advantages  of  Going  to  Law. 

T-EN  pounds  Avaro  juftly  owes, 

^  et,  though  poffefs’d  of  plenty, 

Tne  debt  s  deny’d ;  to  plead  the  caufe 
A  lawyer’s  promis’d  twenty . 

1  he  cafe  is  clear,  Avaro  s  caff. 

And  for  a  trick  fo  dirty. 

Is  doom’d  to  lie  in  limbo  faff. 

Till  he  has  paid  the  thirty . 


Tloe  Confequence  of  Ambition. 

Fortnna  quem  nimium fovet,  fiultum  facit . 


J HEN  Phi  lip's  Son,  by  martial  ardour  fir’d. 

With  rapid  courfc  o’er  conquer’d  nations  ran, 

\ 

f  he  wondering  world  his  mighty  deeds  admir’d. 
And  aim  oft  own’d  the  TIcro  more  than  Man. 


But 
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But  when  the  Vidor  earthly  fame  difdain’d, 

And  fcorn’d  the  paths  that  humble  Mortals  trod. 
The  Madman  loft  that  praife  the  Hero  gain’d. 

And  lefs  than  Man  they  thought  the  ipurious  God. 


A  PARADOX. 

To  C  H  L  O  E. 

4 

V/fY  Chloe,  truft  me,  for  ’tis  true. 

At  once  I  love,  and  hate  thee  too. 

Tis  true  thy  wanton  airs  are  fuch, 

I  hate  thee,  yes,  I  hate  thee  much. 

Yet  fuch  is  Beauty’s  magic  powre, 

Though  much  I  hate,  I  love  thee  more. 

Thus  though  I  hate,  and  hate  fincerely, 1 
1  ftill  mud  love,  and  love  thee  dearly. 
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From  the  French  of  M.  de  Saint  Amant 

i  * 

Complaint  on  the  Death  of  Sylvia. 

I. 

f  Thou,  that  doft  thyfelf  purfue, 

And  from  thyfelf  that  fliell  too ; 

O  ftream,  thy  fleeting  current  ftay. 

And  liften  to  my  plaintive  lay; 

Which  having  heard,  go  tell  the  fea 
He  knows,  alas  !  no  equal  mifery.  — 

II. 

'  \ 

How  Sylvia ,  lovely  maid,  relate, 

Sylvia,  who  rul’d  alone  my  fate. 

Receiv’d  the  ftroke  in  beauty’s  bloom. 

That. forc’d  her  to  the  ruthlefs  tomb: 

Sad  accident,  ordain’d  to  prove 
Triumphant  o’er  the  mightieft  powres  of  love !  — 
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III.  ' 

No  more,  alas !  my  grief  affords  5 

My  frequent  fighs  obftrudt  my  words, 

Adieu,  O  dream  !  thy  courfe  renew : 

#  * 

Stranger  to  reft  am  I  like  you : 

And  if  my  woe  has  made  thee  flay. 

There  are  fome  tears  to  Ipeed  thee  on  thy  way. 

I 

L  O  V  E’s  CON  QJJ  E  S  T. 

0 

An  O  D  E, 


I.  1. 

f  |  'HE  ruby  Sun  from  Ocean’s  bed, 

A  Peep’d  o’er  the  eaftern  hill. 

Sweet  breath’d  the  flowres  on  every  mead,' 
Bright  fparklcd  every  rill: 

The  larks  high  mounted  o’er  the  plain. 

The  linnets  in  the  grove. 

Uniting  in  the  general  drain, 

Obey’d  the  voice  of  love ■, 


While 
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I 

While  Sylvia,  Queen  of  all  the  Fair 
That  rove  the  vales  along, 

To  mock  her  %hing  fhepherd’s  care, 
Exulting  rais’d  the  fong. 

I.  2. 

Love,  thou  ever-anxious  guell, 

Thus  I  tear  thee  from  my  bread:. 

Tell  not  me,  ye  filly  fwains, 

Tell  not  me  of  darts  and  chains, 

l 

Hymen's  torch  >  and  Cupid' s  bow, 
Wedded  joys,  and  maiden  woe. 
Harfh-intruding  on  mine  ear. 

Let  no  bufy  zephyrs  bear. 

Idly  babling  as  they  rove, 

Tales  of  wantonnefs  and  love. 

Tell  not  me  the  joys  of  youth, 

Lading  love  and  lading  truth. 

Nor  let  me  be  ever  told, 

All  the  plagues  of  growing  old. 

“  Love,  thou  ever-anxious  gued, 

Thus  I  tear  thee  from  my  bread.” 


Love’s 
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Love’s  little  Godhead  laugh’d  to  hear 
The  fair  Apodate’s  vow  j 
He  laugh’d,  and  with  a  wanton  leer, 

Prepar’d  his  vengeful  bow : 

Up  to  its  barbed  point  he  drew 

The  love-creating  dart ; - 

The  fhaft  with  aim  unerring  flew. 

And  pierc’d  her  fleely  heart : 

With  Damons  image  fraught  it  came, 

Refiftance  was  in  vain : 

And  thus  the  Fair  confefs’d  her  flame. 

And  thus  revers’d  the  drain. 

II.  2. 

Love ,  thou  ever-pleafing  gued. 

Freely  welcome  to  my  bread  ! 

Tell  me  now,  ye  faithful  fwains. 

Tell,  O  tell  of  darts  and  chains. 

Hymens  torch,  and  Cupid’s  bow. 

Wedded  joys,  and  maiden  woe. 

Sweetly  dealing  on  mine  ear. 

Let  the  dlken  Zephyrs  bear. 


Gently 
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Gently  whifpering  as  they  rove, 
Nought  but  tendernefs  and  love. 

Tell  me  now  the  joys  of  youth. 
Lading  love,  and  lading  truth, 

Ere  I’m  by  experience  told. 

All  the  plagues  of  growing  old. 

“  Love,  thou  ever-pleafing  gued, 
Freely  welcome  to  my  bread.” 


On  Part  of  a  Church  being  converted  into  a  School 

for  the  Study  of  Law. 

ES,  yes,  you  may  rail  at  the  Pope  as  you  pleafe, 
But  trud  me  that  Miracles  never  will  ceafe. 
See  here  —  an  event,  that  no  Mortal  ful'pected  ! 

See  Law  and  Divinity  clofely  conneSled! 

Which  proves  the  old  Proverb  long  reckon’d  fo  odd. 
That  “  the  nearejl  the  Churcii  arc  the  farthejl 
from  God.” 


EPI- 
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Hi* 


Imitated  from  Buchanan. 


TTriTH  borrow’d  beams  why  decks  die  moon 
her  face  ? 

Why  does  die  leek,  now  diun,  the  fond  embrace  ? 
Why  thus  purfue  an  ever-changing  life  ? 

Know,  She’s  as  very  a  Woman  as  —  thy  Wife. 


Tranjlated  from  the  Same. 

Jupiter  fpeaks. 

.TOM 

TTTEalthy,  nor  fparing  of  that  wealth,  I  reign’d; 

Thence  heaven  by  Fame’s  benign  indul¬ 
gence  gain’d. 

By  that  to  regal  date  Plebeians  rife, 

But  this  exalts  the  Monarch  to  the  Skies. 

!  tA 
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AVARICE  and  ENVY. 

A  FABLE. 

Semper  avarus  eget :  cerium  veto  pete  finem . 
Invidus  alterius  macrefcit  rebus  opt  mis.  HoR. 

/  |  ' HERE  was  a  time  —  "  How  long  ago  ?” 

That,  Sir,  1  don’t  pretend  to  know  : 

Nor  will  it  hurt  my  tale  a  jot, 

Whether  the  period’s  known  or  not; — 

When  Jove  himfelf,  upon  occafion, 

Defcended  from  his  upper  Ration, 

With  greater  certainty  to  know 
How  things  were  manag’d  here  below. 

But  if  his  Godfhip  chanc’d  to  be 
Engag’d  in  better  company. 

And  did  not  care  with  foolifh  thinking, 

O’ 

To  rack  his  brain,  or  lpoil  his  drinking  : 

Or  had  his  Highnefs  haply  cut 
With  "Juno  for  a  game  at  putt :  — - 


.  -At 
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In  fhort,  whate’er  the  reafon  was, 

I 

We  know  it  fcmetimes  came  to  pafs. 

That  h  on  eft  Juppy ,  novv  and  then, 

Would  difregard  the  wants  of  men  :  — 

I  humbly  alk  his  Honour’s  pardon, 

I  mean  would  not  fo  far  regard  ’em. 

As  at  the  beck  of  every  puppy. 

Who  happen’d  to  apply  to  Juppy, 

To  quit  Olympus ,  and  defcend 

9 

Their  wants,  in  perfon,  to  attend ; 

But  chofe  the  bufinefs  to  refer 
To  fome  inferior  Minifter. 

My  Authour  fays,  on  this  occafion, 

It  was  an  Angels  occupation. 
cc  Your  Authour ,  Sir  !  why  then  I  fear, 

<c  The  cafe  is  evidently  clear, 
c<  That  not  yourfelf  the  tale  devifed, 

“  But  ftole  it  from  fome  former  wifehead.” _ 

Well,  I’m  a  lucklcfs  rogue,  no  doubt, 

To  blunder  thus  the  fecret  out : 

But  yet,  fincc  thus  the  matter  lies. 

For  both  our  fakes  I  thus  advife ; 

ft  And, 
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And,  ’faith,  I  think  the  fcheme  will  do; 

I’ll  tell  the  naked  truth  to  you, 

Which  you  mud  promife  to  retain. 

And  never  mention  o’er  attain. 

O  , 

“  I  promife.” — Sir,  the  point’s  agreed; 

I  truft  your  honour  and  proceed. 

Know  then,  my  friend,  the  worthie  wyght, 
Who  did  this  fimple  tale  endyte  ; 

Though  whylome,  as  I  underftonde. 

He  was  the  flowere  of  Englonde, 

And  did  wyth  manie  a  dittie  deare, 

Soothen  the  Royale  Richard's  eare ; 

Was,  well  I  wote,  both  dead  and  rotten, 

Ere  you  were  born,  or  I  begotten. 

Or  if  the  hint  from  Mfop  came, 

The  cafe  is  pretty  much  the  fame ; 

For  ■dFJ'op  then  was  juft  as  free 
For  him ,  as  Gower’s  now  for  me. 

And  though  the  ftrains  be  quaint  and  old, 

Yet  fterling  fenfe  is  fterling  gold; 

From  which,  though  long  defil’d  in  duft, 

I’ll  try  to  rub  away  the  ruft ; 


Or, 
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Or,  if  I  find  my  labour  vain. 

I’ll  get  the  metal  ftamp’d  again. 

An  Angel  once  was  fent  from  Jove , 

Who  rules  the  happy  realms  above. 

To  know  the  caufe  of  all  the  cares, 

The  random  vows,  and  raving  prayres. 

Which  he  with  pity  heard  and  faw 
Perplex  his  creatures  here  below ; 

With  full  commiffion  to  redrefs 
Each  mean  defedt,  each  vile  excefs ; 

To  fet  the  world  from  follies  free, 

And  make  men  bleffc  as  men  could  be. 

The  Angel ,  thus  empower’d,  defcended. 

And  ftrait  to  Fufco’s  dwelling  tended ; 

Fufco,  whofe  felf-avenging  bread;, 

■’ale,  pining  Envy  long  polled: ; 

\nd  haply  there  Avaro  found, 
iVhofe  plaints  had  made  all  Heaven,  refound, 
lecaufe  he  happen’d  once  to  fee 
l  wretch  with  fuller  bags  than  He. 

“  Your  prayres,  the  Angel  cries,  are  heard ; 
come,  and  lo,  I  come  prepar’d, 

R  2  With 
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With  fulled  purpofes  to  grant 
The  utmoll  you  can  wifh  or  want. 

But  mark,  my  friends,  nor  mark  in  vain, 
This  difference  do  the  Fates  ordain  ; 

Though  lie  that  a  Iks  will  furely  have 
Whate’er  his  higheft  hopes  can  crave, 

Yet  fhall  a  double  portion  fall 
To  Him  who  does  not  afk  at  all.” 

Their  gaping  mouths  and  ftedfaft  eyes. 
Declare  at  once  their  vaft  furprize ; 

And  every  feature  well  expreft 
How  much  the  fuppliants  were  diftreff. 
Should  envious  Fu/go  afk  the  firft, 

Ills  fpleen  would  doubtlefs  make  him  burfl ; 
Becaufe  his  neighbour  then  would  be 
More  happy,  hated  thought !  than  he. 

For  Gold  he  knew  Avan’s  third;. 

And  could  not  hope  that  He  the  firft 
The  cafe  would  open,  for  ’twas  plain 
Avaro  did  not  hunt  for  gain, 

As  having  not  enough  before, 

But  only  caufe  one  wretch  had  more. 
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The  phylic  therefore  would  increafe, 
Inhead  of  curing,  the  difeafe. 

'Twas  wifer  then,  by  ten  to  one, 

To  lei  the  whole  affair  alone, 

And  wait  the  word:  that  could  befall. 
Than  afk,  on  fuch  like  terms,  at  all. 

At  length  a  joy-infpiring  thought 
To  Fufco  heavenly  comfort  brought. 
Unufual  pleafures  quickly  rife, 

And  brighten  in  his  cheeks  and  eyes, 

The  while,  to  vanquifh  all  objections. 

His  mind  was  fill’d  with  thefe  reflections. 

,  % 

“  If  good  I  afk,  the  bargain’s  fuch, 

I  give  my  rival  twice  as  much  ; 

From  whence  ’tis  clearly  underhood, 

I  muft  not  afk  for  aug-ht  that’s  good. 

CO  O 

But  if  for  evil  be  my  prayre, 

Of  that  he’ll  gain  a  double  fhare ; 

And  thus  he’ll  be,  with  all  his  pelf, 
juft  twice  as  wretched  as  myjelf." 

The  cafe  admits  of  no  difpute. 

And  thus  he  makes  his  ardent  fait. 

R  3 
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“  Drop  out,  he  cries,  I  afk  no  more, 

Eye ,  drop  thou  out  upon  the  floor.’’ 

Down  drcpt  an  Eye,  as  Fufco  pray’d, 

But  left  its  fellow  in  the  head, 

Which  ferv’d  him,  happy  man  !  to  view, 

As  down  they  fell,  Avar  os  two. 

Bat  h  ark  '  I  hear  a  Critic  bellow, 

‘‘  What  pbrenzy  now  hath  feiz’d  the  fellow  ? 
“  Sir,  precedent  is  wanting  for’t, 

“  To  make  your  Narrative  fo  fhort, 

“  When  you  had  fpun,  in  homely  ft  vie, 
tc  Your  Preface  out  to  half  a  mile. 

“  You  never  read,  I’ll  bodly  fay, 

“  Facetious  Swift ,  or  pretty  Gay ; 

“  Nay,  I  might  add,  nor  be  a  lyar, 

“  That  prince  of  Tell-tales,  Matthew  Prior  ; 
ct  And  then,  indeed,  ’tis  little  wonder, 

“  To  fee  yon  thus  commit  a  blunder.” 

Yes,  but  I  have,  I’d  have  you  know,  Sir ; 
Nay  more,  inimitable  Chaucer : 

With  twenty  others  I  could  name  you, 

Had  I  not  rather  Ipare  than  fhame  you. 
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Yet,  as  I  do  not  like  to  quarrel, 

To  help  me  out,  here,  take  my  moral. 

Contentment  is  the  Tweeted:  gueft, 

I 

That  ever  Tooth’d  the  human  bread:, 

Then  try  with  all  thy  art  and  care, 

To  day  the  courteous  inmate  there. 

SaTe  guard  this  pleaTure’s  TruitTul  Tource, 

From  inward  fraud,  and  outward  force. 

Does  Envy,  TaithleTs  Foe,  invade  ? 

Tak  care  the  caftle’s  not  betray’d. 

9 

The  liege  hath  fordid  Avarice  form’d  ? 

Too  Ture  the  rampart  will  be  florm’d. 

Tumultuous  while  our  Paflions  roll. 

They  blind  the  virtues  of  the  foul : 

UnleTs  we  teach  them  to  obey, 

They  lead  our  reafon  Tar  aftray, 
fn  Tome  delulive,  vain  purTuit 
3f  pleaTure’s  fair,  forbidden  fruit ; 

Which,  if  obtain’d,  we  always  rind, 

Leaves  fharped:  dings  within  our  mind. 
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Or  elfe  we  fludy  to  purfue 
Imaginary  Good  in  view. 

Which  ftill  our  eager  grafp  defies, 

And  flies  us,  as  our  fhadow  flies : 

While  hours,  and  days,  and  years  fliall  find 
Our  feeble  fteps  as  far  behind, 

When  all  our  courfe  of  life  is  run, 

As  the  firfi:  moment  we  begun. 
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To  DELIA  abfent. 

I. 

"13  E  A  U  T  Y  like  yours  commands  the  Mule, 

Nor  can  the  tuneful  maid  refufe 
So  fair  a  theme  to  fmo; ; 

O  7 

When  fuch  the  matchlefs  nymph  I  praile, 

In  triumph  rife  the  melting  lays, 

On  Love’s  afpiring  wing. 

II. 

But  defence  aiks  a  fofter  ftrain, 

And  bids  the  trembling  notes  complain. 

In  accents  fraught  with  woe : 

So  Philomel  attunes  her  lay, 

When  Sol  withdraws  the  beams  of  day, 

And  leaves  the  world  below.. 

4 

III. 

4  I 

) 

Eut  when  once  more  you  blefs  my  fight, 

The  mufe  ihall  wing  a  nobler  flight, 

And 
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And  chafe  my  cares  away  j 
As  mounting  larks  with  rapture  borne. 
Salute  the  rofeate  bluth  of  morn, 

And  hail  the  God  of  Day. 


On  a  Report  of  Two  Thoufand  Frenchmen  being 
drowned  in  the  River  Wefer,  at  the  Battle  near 
Minden,  Augufi  i,  1759. 

'“TpO  flee  the  fure  death  of  the  fword  or  the  gun, 
When  the  French  into  Wefer  thought  fit 
to  retire ; 

“  By  St.  Patrick ,  fays  Teague,  it  was  cleverly  done, 
To  leap  out  of  the  Frying-Pan  into  the  Fire.” 
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to  Delia’s 


Birth-Day . 


yam  nova  progenies  ccelo  demittitur  alto.  Virg. 


T  ~T Appieft  Day  throughout  the  year. 
May  ft  thou  fhine  for  ever  clear, 
In  as  many  charms  array’d. 

As  the  love-in/piring  maid. 

Whom  to  life  thy  light  confign’d, 
Greateft  blifs  of  humankind ; 

Soft,  and  good,  and  kind,  and  fair. 

All  that’s  worth  a  mortal’s  care. 

Be  thou  ftill  fupremely  bleft. 

Still  ferener  than  the  reft: 

Still  with  influence  benign, 

May  thy  kindly  moments  fhine 
While  the  hopelefs  widow’s  figh, 

And  the  helplefs  orphan’s  cry. 

Sinking  gradual,  gently  ceafe, 

Chang  d  to  joy,  or  wrapt  in  peace. 


May 
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May  the  wretch  whom  Fate  detains. 
Cruel  Fate,  in  galling  chains, 

Now  forget  his  drear  abode, 

Nor  perceive  th’  oppreffive  load; 

But  in  fportive  meafures  bound, 
Nimbly  adtive,  from  the  ground. 
And  expelling  care  and  fadnefs, 

Give  a  loofe  to  joy  and  gladnefs. 

I 

May  the  man,  whole  hidden  ftore 
Speaks  its  wealthy  maker  poor. 
This  adfpicious  hour  profufe. 

From  his  copious  hoard  produce. 
What  a  length  of  toil  and  care 
Laid  by  fcanty  handfuls  there. 

May  each  happy  aged  pair 
Now  refledt  what  once  they  were ; 
Call  to  mind  the  joys  of  youth, 
Sweets  of  love,  and  vows  of  truth, 

I 

Nor  of  fleeting  years  complain, 

But  enjoy  them  o’er  again  : 

Wifhing  both  that  fuch  may  prove, 
Blefl;  as  they,  the  joys  of  love, 
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Which  from  virtue  took  its  rife. 

With  our  diffolution  dies, 

And  unlike  the  fenfual  flame, 

Burns  through  life  the  perfect  fame. 

Thou,  old  Care,  with  wrinkled  face, 
Brow  fevere,  and  tardy  pace, 

^  i* 

Leave  awhile  thy  realms  on  earth 
To  the  chearful  God  of  Mirth ; 

Who  with  open,  fmiling  face. 

Brow  ferene,  and  tripping  pace, 

(Such  as  oft  contented  fwains. 

See  him  fkim  the  flow'ery  plains) 
Sweetly-wanton  brings  along 
Jocund  feaft,  and  decent  fong; 
Tributes  which  we  gladly  pay 
To  the  happy,  happy  Day, 

Which  to  life  and  light  convey’d 
Delia  love-infpiring  maid, 

Soft,  and  good,  and  kind,  and  fair. 

All  that’s  worth  a  mortal’s  care. 


E  P  I- 
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EPITAPH  07i  General  Wolfe. 


TYTOLFE  the  virtuous  and  the  brave, 
*  ™  Here  hath  found  an  early  grave. 
Ever  fir  all  Britannia  mourn 
O’er  her  darling  Hero’s  urn : 

And  Quebec  fhall  ever  tell 
How  he  triumph’d  as  he  fell. 


7 le  DEPARTURE. 


Hough  fruitlefs  pray  res  invoke  his  longer  flay, 
-**  When  blu  filing  fplendors  paint  the  clofe  of  day, 
The  finking  Sun  withdraws  his  genial  light, 

And  wraps  his  glories  in  the  fliades  of  night. 

More  lov’d  than  he,  my  Cbloe  bears  away, 

A  kinder  influence,  and  a  brighter  day. 

To-morrow  can  his  early  beams  reflore; 

» 

Thefe  longing  eyes  fhall  fee  her  charms  no  more. 

More 
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More  lafting  pains  for  me  the  Fates  prepare, 

For  ever  doom’d  to  mourn  the  abfent  Fair. 
When  deep-retir’d  I  penfive  walk  the  grove, 

A  conlcious  witnefs  to  the  plaints  of  love  j 
The  grove  no  more  the  gladfome  fcene  difplays, 
Its  verdure  fickens,  and  its  bloom  decays  : 

Each  dying  floweret  droops  its  languid  head. 

Its  luftre  blafted,  and  its  fragrance  fled. 

No  more,  elated  on  the  trembling  fpray, 

The  feather’d  warblers  wake  the  choral  lay. 

Her  abfence  mourning  on  the  faded  plain, 

Mute  are  the  Iambs,  or,  bleating,  but  complain. 
On  fome  fequefter’d  bough  the  lonely  dove. 
Though  loft  her  mate,  yet  mindful  of  his  love. 

In  vain  eflays  with  many  a  plaintive  moan. 

To  foothe  my  forrows,  and  to  eale  her  own. 

The  pitying  rocks  partaking  all  my  care, 

Return  each  wild  expreffion  of  defpair: 

To  every  groan,  and  every  burfting  figh. 

The  echoing  hills  in  equal  ftrains  reply : 

But  ah !  the  echoing  hills  reply  in  vain  ; 

My  fighs  are  endlefs,  unallay’d  my  pain. 


If 
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If  crofs  yon  lawn  with  hopelefs  Heps  i  go, 

Its  gayell  obi e As  wear  a  face  of  woe ; 

Or,  plung’d  in  crouds,  I  find  no  kindly  reft. 

And  m‘rth  and  peace  are  baniftfd  from  my  breaft. 
The  wounded  ftag  that  feels  the  fatal  pain. 

Thus  fecks  his  comrades  o’er  the  diftant  plain ; 

In  vain  he  cails  his  fwimming  eyes  around. 

In  vain  his  trickling  tears  bedew  the  ground; 

Quick  flows  the  ftream  of  life,  his  limbs  decay, 
Thick  heaves  his  breaft,  he  faints,  and  fighs  his 
foul  away. 


EPITAPH  on  the  Author’s  Father. 

GF  Temper  courteous,  and  of  Soul  fincere, 

The  Friend,  the  I  lufband,  and  the  Father  dear. 
Lie  here  entomb’d  where  generous  Cooper  lies, 

’Till  the  laft  Trump  fhall  call  him  to  the  Skies ; 
Where  God’s  Anointed  glories  to  beftow 
The  Bleffings  promis’d  to  the  Good  below. 

FRAGMENTS' 
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ANCIENT  POETRY, 


Cohered  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland, 


AND 


Tranflated  from  the  Galic  or  Erse  Language. 


Vos  quoque  qui  fortes  animas,  belloque  peremptas, 
Laudibus  in  longum  vates  dimittitis  aevum, 

Plurima  fecuri  fudiftis  carmina  Bardi.  Lucan. 
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PREFACE. 

r  H  E  following  Fragments  are  verfified  from 

a  literal  profe  translation  of  them  by  Mr. 
M'Pherfon ,  a  gentleman  to  whom  the  poetical 
world  is  greatly  indebted,  for  refcuing  from  oblivion 
thefe  invaluable  remains  of  antiquity.  The  bell 
account  of  them  is  in  the  tranflator’s  own  preface, 
which  I  ill  all  therefore  beg  leave  to  lay  before  the 
reader,  as  I  find  it  in  the  firft  edition,  from  whence 
this  poetical  verfion  is  taken.  The  Quantity  of  the 
proper  names  I  perhaps  may  have  fometimes  mifta- 
ken,  as  my  own  ear  was  the  only  rule  I  had  to  fol¬ 
low  ;  but  this  is  a  fault  which  cannot  be  obferved 
by  thofe  who  are  ignorant  of  the  Originals ,  and  I 
hope  it  will  be  forgiven  by  fuch  as  are  acquainted 
with  them.  I  (hall  fay  no  more  of  myfelf,  but 
proceed  to  copy  Mr.  M'-Pherfons  own  words, 
after  having  returned  him  my  fincere  thanks  for 

S  2  the 
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the  great  pleafure  v/hich  I  received  in  the  perufal 
of  h  is  ingenious  labours,  and  entreated  his  and  the 
Public’s  indulgence  for  fome  few  alterations,  both 
of  omiilion  and  addition,  which  the  nature  of  the 
verfe  rendered  unavoidable. 

“  The  publick,  fays  he,  may  depend  on  the 
following  fragments  as  genuine  remains  of  ancient 
Scottifh  pcetry.  The  date  of  their  compofition 
cannot  be  exaftly  afcertained.  Tradition,  in  the 
country  where  they  were  written,  refers  them  to 
an  rera  of  the  mod;  remote  antiquity :  and  this  tra¬ 
dition  is  fupported  by  the  fpirit  and  drain  of  the 
poems  themfelves ;  which  abound  with  thofe 
ideas,  and  paint  thofe  manners,  that  belong  to  the 
mod;  early  flate  of  fociety.  The  didtion  too,  in 
the  original,  is  very  obfolete ;  and  differs  widely 
from  the  dyle  of  fu'ch  poems  as  have  been  written 
in  the  fame  language  two  or  three  centuries  ago. 
They  were  certainly  compofed  before  the  eftablifh- 
ment  oi  clandn’p  in  the  northern  part  of  Scotland, 
which  is  itfelf  very  ancient;  for  had  clans  been 

then 


then  formed  and  known,  they  muft  have  made  a 
confiderable  figure  in  the  work  of  a  Highland 
Bard ;  whereas  there  is  not  the  leaf!;  mention  of 
them  in  thefe  poems.  It  is  remarkable  that  there 

j 

are  found  in  them  no  allufions  to  the  Chriftian  re¬ 
ligion  or  worfhip  ;  indeed,  few  traces  of  religion 
of  any  kind.  One  circumftance  proves  them  to 
be  coeval  with  the  very  infancy  of  Chriftianity  in 
Scotland.  In  a  fragment  of  the  fame  poems, 
which  the  tranflator  has  feen,  a  Culdee  or  Monk 
is  reprefented  as  defirous  to  take  down  in  writing 
from  the  mouth  of  Ofcian,  who  is  the  principal 
perfonage  in  feveral  of  the  following  fragments, 
his  warlike  atchievements  and  thofe  of  his  family. 

But  Ofcian  treats  the  monk  and  his  religion  with 

% 

difdain,  telling  him,  that  the  deeds  of  fuch  great 
men  were  fubje&s  too  high  to  be  recorded  by 
him,  or  by  any  of  his  religion  :  A  full  proof 
that  Chriftianity  was  not  as  yet  eftablifhed  in 
the  country. 

“  Though  the  poems  now  publifhed  appear  as 
detached  pieces  in  this  collection,  there  is  ground 

S  3  to 
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to  believe  that  moft  of  them  were  originally 
epifodes  of  a  greater  work  which  related  to  the 
wars  of  Fingal.  Concerning  this  hero  innu¬ 
merable  traditions  remain,  to  this  day,  in  the 
Highlands  of  Scotland.  The  ftory  of  Ofcian, 
his  fon,  is  fo  generally  known,  that  to  deferibe 
one  in  whom  the  race  of  a  great  family 
ends,  it  has  palled  into  a  proverb ;  “  Ofcian  the 
“  laid  of  the  heroes.'’ 

“  There  can  be  no  doubt  but  that  thefe 
poems  are  to  be  aferibed  to  the  Bards ;  a  race  of 
men  well  known  to  have  continued  throughout 
many  ages  in  Ireland  and  the  north  of  Scotland. 
Every  chief  or  great  man  had  in  his  family  a  Bard 
or  poet,  whole  office  it  was  to  record  in  verfe, 
the  illuftrious  actions  of  that  family.  By  the  fuc- 

f 

ceffion  of  thefe  Bards,  fuch  poems  were  handed 

\  V 

down  from  race  to  race;  fome  in  manufeript, 
but  more  by  oral  tradition.  And  tradition,  in  a 
country  fo  fi  *ee  of  intermixture  with  foreigners, 
and  among  a  peopie  fo  frongly  attached  to  the 
memory  of  their  aneeftors,  has  preferved  many 
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of  them,  in  a  great  meafure,  incorrupted  to 
this  day. 

4 

“  They  are  not  fet  to  muhc,  nor  fung.  The 
verification  in  the  original  is  limple ;  and  to  fuch 
as  underftand  the  language,  very  fmooth  and  beau¬ 
tiful.  Rhyme  is  feldom  ufed :  but  the  cadence, 
and  the  length  of  the  line  varied,  fo  as  to  fuit  the 
.  fenfe.  The  tranflation  is  extremely  literal.  Even 
the  arrangement  of  the  words  in  the  original  has 
been  imitated  j  to  which  rauft  be  imputed  fome 
inverfions  in  the  ftyle,  that  otherwife  would  not 
have  been  chofen.” 


FRAG- 


FRAGMENT  I. 

SHILRIC  and  VINVELA. 


VlNVELA. 

I. 


A/fY  Shilric  is  a  tenant  of  the  hill; 

^  A  His  nimble  feet  the  flying  deer  purfue  : 
His  panting  hounds  await  their  mailers  will ; 
And  in  the  wind  refounds  his  quivering  yew. 


II. 

O,  whether  lain  befide  the  bubbling  fount, 

.  Well  d  from  the  rock  whole  cryftal  waters  flow ; 
Or  by  the  ilream  that  from  the  fleepy  mount, 

In  pleafing  murmur  feeks  the  the  vale  below:  ' 

When 
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III. 

When  o’er  thy  head  the  mifty  vapours  fly ; 

When  in  the  light  wind  nod  the  rulhes  green : 
From  off  the  rock  let  me  thy  beauties  eye ; 

And  fee  my  Love,  but  be  myfelf  unfeen. 

IV. 

Surpriz’d  I  firfl:  beheld  each  manly  grace. 

Where  Brannos  oak  its  aged  arms  extends; 

% 

When  tall  my  Love  returned  from  the  chace, 

The  faireft  He  of  all  his  youthful  friends. 

Shilric. 

V. 

What  is  the  voice  melodious  which  I  hear, 

Soft  as  the  gentlefl:  Summer-gales  that  blow  !  — 
Alas!  I  fit  no  nodding  rulhes  near. 

And  from  the  rock  I  hear  no  fountain  flow. 

VI. 

Far  hence,  V invela,  do  my  footftcps  bend; 

Far  hence  to  Fingal's  bloody  wars  I  go : 

No  more  my  call  the  merry  dogs  attend; 

No  more  my  tread  the  fliaggy  mountains  know. 

No 
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VII. 

No  more  I  view  thy  beauties  from  on  high. 
Fair- moving  by  the  waters  of  the  plain; 
Bright  as  the  bow  that  bends  along  the  fky, 
Or  moon  reflected  in  the  weftern  main. 


V  I  N  V  E  L  A. 

VIII. 

Then  thou  art  gone ;  and  I,  unhappy  maid. 

Am  left  to  make  my  unavailing  moan  ; 

g 

Along  the  rivulet’s  moffy  margin  laid. 

Or  on  the  hill,  forfaken  and  alone ! 

IX. 

No  longer  ftartled  at  the  rifing  breeze, 

Along  the  hill  are  feen  the  nimble  deer : 
No  more  they  dread  the  ruffling  of  the  trees. 
But  feed  exempt  from  danger  as  from  fear. 

X. 


Far  is  the  hunter  from  the  hill  remov’d; 

Far  abfent  he  amid  the  field  of  graves  : 

Stop,  Grangers,  flop,  and  fpare  my  befl-belov’d ; 
O  fpare  my  Love,  ye  offspring  of  the  waves. 


Siiilric. 
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S  H  I  L  R  I  C. 

XI. 

If  fall  I  mull  upon  the  fanguine  field, 

Raife  high,  Vinvela,  raifc  on  high  my  tomb : 

A  few  grey  ftones,  and  heap’d-up  earth  iliall  yield 
A  mark  for  years,  for  ages  yet  to  come. 

XII. 

His  food  at  noon  producing  near  the  mound, 

“  Here  refts  fome  warriour,”  flaall  the  hunter  cry; 
My  fame  Hill  living  in  his  praife  Iliall  found ;  — 
Think  on  me,  Love,  when  low  on  earth  I  lie. 

Vinvela. 

XIII. 

Yes  ;  —  in  my  mind  Iliall  fair  remembrance  glow; 

Shilric  too  fure  will  fall  amid  the  fight :  — 

O  fay  what  blifs  this  wounded  bread  can  know. 
When  thou  art  torn  for  ever  from  my  fight  ? 

When 


if 
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XIV. 

7  HI 

vrm 

When  the  bright  fun  divides  the  equal  day, 

Upon  thefe  lofty  mountains  will  I  go ; 

And  while  along  the  filent  heath  I  ftray. 

My  foul  fhall  ever  nurfe  the  tender  woe. 

r'i  1  i 

XV. 

There  will  I  fee,  with  plealing  pain  oppred, 

Where  oft  thou  fat’d:  returning  from  the  chace. 

Indeed  my  Love  will  fall,  —  but  in  this  bread 
Thy  charms  fliall  dill  retain  their  every  grace. 


F  R  A  G_ 
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FRAGMENT  II. 

I. 

r  pHE  mofiy  margin  of  the  fount  I  tread. 

High  on  the  hill,  where  winds  eternal  howl : 
One  lonely  tree  is  ruffling  o’er  my  head ; 

Dark  o’er  the  plain  the  wavy  tempefls  roll. 

II. 

The  muddy  lake  is  difcompos’d  beneath ; 

Along  the  hill  defcend  the  nimble  deer : 

I  fee  no  diftant  hunter  on  the  heath, 

Nor  meets  mine  eye  the  whiffling  cow-herd  near. 

III. 

The  fun  hath  now  attain’d  the  middle  Iky; 

But  yet  no  voice  iny  mute  attention  hears: 

Sad  are  my  thoughts  while  here  alone  I  figh ; 

Small  are  my  hopes,  and  many  are  my  fears. 


O  didft 


O  didd  thou  but  appear,  my  wandering  Fair, 
Upon  the  heath,  in  native  beauty  bright. 

Behind  thee  floating  on  the  wind  thy  hair. 

Thy  tender  bofom  heaving  on  the  fight : 

V. 

With  generous  tears  full-fraught  thy  dreaming  eye. 
For  friends  conceal’d  behind  the  vapours  grey; 
Thee  would  my  care  with  comfort  foon  fupply. 
And  to  thy  father’s  manfion  fafe  convey. 

VI. 

But  fee !  advancing  like  a  beam  of  light 
Along  the  heath,  appears  her  angel  form ; 

Fair  as  in  autumn  fhines  the  Queen  of  Night, 
Bright  as  the  funbeam  in  a  fummer  dorm. 

VII. 

But  hark  !  I  hear  the  lovely  virgin  fpeak, 

4 

But  ah  !  her  voice  —  how  languid  doth  it  feem ! 
"Weak  is  her  accent,  as  the  breezes  weak, 

That  move  the  reeds  within  the  lazy  dream. 


Safe 
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VIII. 

Safe  from  the  fcenes  of  battle  and  of  death, 

Art  thou,  my  Love,  without  thy  friends  return’d  ? 
I  heard  thou  fell  upon  the  fanguine  heath ; 

I  heard,  my  Shilric,  and  thy  death  I  mourn’d. 

IX. 

Return’d  I  am;  but  I  of  all  my  race; 

O’er  all  their  graves  I  rais’d  the  artlefs  hone ; 

But  wherefore  art  thou  on  this  defart  place ; 

Why  on  the  barren  heath,  my  Love,  alone  ? 

X. 

Alone  I  am,  O  Shilric ;  far  retir’d 

Within  the  Winter-houfe’s  dampy  womb : 

With  weeping  thee  my  vital  flame  expir’d; 

And  pale  I  am,  O  Shilric ,  in  the  tomb. 

XI. 

Smooth  o’er  the  hill  the  lovely  phantom  fails ; 

She  fleets,  the  airy  vifion  fkims  away. 

Like  the  grey  mill  before  the  riflng  gales ;  — 

And  wilt  thou  not,  my  lovely  virgin,  flay  ? 

Wilt 
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XII. 


Wilt  thou  not  flay  to  fee  my  gufhing  tears, 
Ere  yet  thy  form  diminifhes  in  air  ? 

Still  fair,  my  Love,  thy  every  charm  appears, 
As  when  alive,  thy  every  charm  was  fair. 

'  XIII. 

High  on  the  hill  that  mocks  the  lowly  plains, 
Hard  by  the  fountain  will  I  fix  my  feat ; 
And  while  around  us  mid-day  Silence  reigns. 
There  will  we  join  in  focial  converfe  fweet. 


XIV. 

Quick  on  the  gale’s  extended  pinions  fly  5 

Hafle  on  the  mountain  s  blafl,  to  foothe  my  pains : 
O  let  me  hear  thee  fwiftly-pafilng  by,  • 

When  all  around  the  mid-day  Silence  reigns.- 
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FRAGMENT  III, 

I. 

STRONG  through  the  woods  the  north-wind 
roars  aloud ; 

Grey  evening  o’er  the  dulky  hill  extends: 
Along  the  Iky  white-rifes  many  a  cloud ; 

Wide  o’er  the  plain  the  trembling  fnow  defcends. 

II. 

Afar  the  river  pours  its  rapid  tide. 

In  murmurs  hoarfe,  along  its  winding  way  : _ 

Sad  by  a  hollow  rock’s  indented  fide 
Sate  Cany l,  reverend  in  his  locks  of  grey. 

III. 

Dry  waves  the  bending  fern  his  temples  o’er ; 

Within  an  aged  birch  his  manfion  low : 

Clear  to  the  raging  wind’s  impetuous  roar 
l  ie  lifts  aloud  the  generous  voice  of  woe. 


Toft 
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IV. 

“  Toft  on  the  waves,  the  boiling  ocean’s  fport, 

»  S 

Is  he,  whole  hope  the  Ifles  remoteft  warms ; 
Malcolm  the  brave ;  the  humble  poor’s  fupport ; 

A  foe  relentlefs  to  the  proud  in  arms. 

V. 

Why  haft  thou  left  us  here  alone  to  weep  ? 

With  thee,  high-mounted  on  the  furges  green. 
We  might  have  heard  the  murmurs  of  the  deep. 
We  might  with  thee  the  oozy  rock  have  feen. 

VI. 

Sad  on  the  fhore,  of  every  blifs  depriv’d. 

Awaits  thy  fpoufe,  where  beats  the  foaming  main  : 
The  hour  of  promis’d  meeting  is  arriv’d ; 

Ev’n  now  the  Night  begins  her  filent  reign. 

VII. 

No  voice  is  heard,  except  the  bluftry  wind ; 

No  fail  is  feen  white-ftretching  from  afar  : 

Wet  are  the  locks  of  youth,  to  waves  confign’d  j 
Low  is  the  foul,  the  breathing  foul  of  war. 

^  2  Along 
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VIII. 

Along  fome  rock’s  rough  bafts  is  he  laid, 

% 

Where  oft  his  limbs  the  furge  returning  lavet 
Why  was  he,  winds,  upon  that  rock  convey’d  ; 
Why  o’er  him  roll’d  ye,  unrelenting  waves  ? 

IX. 

But  oh !  what  voice  is  that  ?  what  phantom  feems 
To  ride  upon  that  fiery  meteor’s  blaze  ? 

Green  to  the  fight  appear  its  airy  limbs.  — 

’Tis  He ;  on  Malcolms  pafiing  ghoft  I  gaze. 

X. 

Reft,  lovely  foul ;  upon  the  rock  alight ; 

And  let  me  hear  thy  voice  along  the  breeze. — 
He’s  gone  ;  —  quick-vanifh’d  as  the  dream  of  night, 
I  fee  him  darting  through  the  leaflefs  trees. 

XI. 

Daughter  of  Reynold ,  he  is  gone  :  —  no  more 

No  more  defending  from  the  mountain  hoar, 

His  hounds  return’d  (hall  (peak  their  mafter  near. 

Sweet 


Sweet  from  the  diftant  rock  along  the  air, 

No  more  his  voice  ihall  foothe  thine  every  pain  : 
Daughter  cf  Reynold ,  lovely,  wretched  Fair  1 
Silent  is  Malcolm  in  the  ruthlefs  main. 


XIII. 

Sad  will  I  ft  the  murmuring  fountain  near ; 

Fuil  o  er  my  head,  ye  threatning  rocks,  impend  : 

My  plaintive  voice,  ye  trees,  attentive  hear, 

% 

As  o  er  tae  fhaggy  hill  your  branches  bend. 

XIV. 

Fair  hope  of  Hies  remote  ;  to  him  frail  rife, 

F:cm  c. atryls  narp  high-tun  d,  the  manly  praife ; 
•And  wmle  the  trembling  notes  afcend  the  ikies, 

His  worth  fiall  grow  immortal  in  my  lays.” 
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FRAGMENT  IV. 


C  O  N  N  A  L  and  C  R  I  M  O  R  A. 


Crimora. 


I. 


HOM  coming  from  the  hill  do  I  behold  ! 

A  cloud  refembling,  which  the  webern  ray 
Illumines  fair  with  breaks  of  beamy  gold. 

When  night  fucceeds  the  empire  of  the  day. 


II. 


Whofe  is  the  voice  harmonious  that  I  hear, 

Loud  as  the  blab  that  fweeps  along  the  main ; 

Yet  fweet  and  charming  to  the  raptur’d  ear, 

« 

As  is  of  Carry!’ s  harp  the  foothing  brain  ? 


It 


I 
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III. 

It  is  my  Love,  my  Connal,  that  appears, 

Clad  in  the  gleamy  heel's  refulgent  light : 

But  o’er  his  brow  a  difmal  veil  he  wears, 

That  wraps  his  beauties  in  the  gloom  of  night. 

IV. 

What  cares,  O  Connal,  do  thy  foul  moled:. 

And  rob  thy  prefence  of  its  wonted  grace  ? 

O,  quickly  fay,  and  eafe  my  anxious  bread:. 

If  live  the  ions  of  mighty  Fingal’s  race. 

I  % 

Connal. 

.  V. 

They  live.  —  defcending  from  the  mountain’s  height. 
Tir’d  with  the  chace,  and  labours  of  the  dav, 

*  j  1 

I  faw  them  blazing  like  a  dream  of  light. 

As  o’er  their  fhields  the  fun  diffus’d  his  ray. 

VI. 

Loud  is  the  fhouting  of  the  youthful  train  ; 

The  war,  my  Love,  the  voice  of  war  is  near: 
To-morrows  dawn,  upon  the  crimfon  plain, 

Shall  fee  the  ranks  of  giant  foes  appear. 

T  4  The 


VII. 

The  dreadful  Dargo ,  of  enormous  fize, 

Prepares  to  meet  us  on  the  flaming  heath : 
The  generous  race  of  Fingal  he  defies ; 

The  ftrength  of  battle,  and  the  arm  of  death. 


C  R  I  M  O  R  A. 

VIII. 

I 

faw,  my  Council,  many  a  crouded  fail. 

Like  the  grey  mill,  advance  along  the  main : 

To  land  they  hailed  in  the  profperous  gale ; 

And  vail:  and  numerous  was  the  warriour  train. 

Conn al 

IX. 

Bring  me  thy  Father’s  fhield,  oft  try’d  in  fight; 

The  iron  Ihield  that  Rinval  us’d  to  bear : 

The  Ihield  that  rivals  the  full  orb  of  night, 

Whole  beams  are  blunted  in  the  cloudy  air. 

Crimor  a, 
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Crimoea. 

X. 

That  fhield  I  bring ;  but  ah !  that  fhield  was  vain 
To  bid,  from  Him,  the  darts  of  death  retire : 

By  Gaurors  lance  the  mighty  man  was  (lain  ; 

And  fall  may’ll;  Thou,  as  fell  my  aged  Sire. 

CONNAL. 

XI. 

I 

Yes,  fall  I  may;  but  from  thy  virgin  hands, 

My  breathlefs  corfe  (what  only  thou  can’d;  give) 

A  few  rude  ftones,  a  mound  of  earth  demands; 

And  they  fir  all  teach  my  memory  to  live. 

XII. 

Though  thou  art  fairer  than  the  dawning  day, 

And  fweeter  than  the  fweeteft  flowres  that  bloom; 
Or  o’er  the  hill  the  living  gales  that  ftray ; 

I  will  not  flay  :  —  Crimora ,  raife  my  tomb. 


C  r  1  m  0  R  A. 
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Crimora, 


XIII. 


Then  give  me,  quick,  thofe  burnilh’d  arms  of  light ; 

# 

The  glittering  fword,  the  fpear,  and  gleamy  fhield : 
With  lovely  Connal  will  I  dare  the  fight, 

And  meet  huge  Dargo  in  the  hoftile  field. 


XIV. 


9 

Ardven ,  adieu  thy  rocks  and  mountains  hoar; 

Adieu  ye  deer,  and  ftreams  that  fweetly  flow  ! 
We  go,  your  beauties  to  behold  no  more; 

To  leek  our  diftant  graves  we  fondly  go. 


F  R  A  G- 
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\‘ •  i';  Autumn  blackening  on  the  mountain 

lours ; 

Grey  mifts  the  fummits  of  the  hill  retain : 

Bleak  o’er  the  heath  the  whiffling  whirlwind  roars; 
Dark  rolls  the  river  through  the  pathlefs  plain. 

II. 

A  lonely  yew-tree  marks  the  riling  ground. 

The  grave  where  Connal  refts  his  lowly  head : 
The  loud  wind  whirls  the  fhrivel’d  leaves  around. 
To  drew  the  facred  manfion  of  the  dead. 


lle’re  by  the  lonely  hunter  oft  are  feen 

l 

The  ghofls  of  thofe  who  (har’d  an  early  death, 
As  flow,  with  doubtful  (leps,  and  muling  mien, 
He  wanders,  darkling,  o’er  the  wintry  heath. 
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IV. 

Thy  blood,  O  Connal,  to  its  limpid  fount 
What  Herald  s  art  fhall  e’er  efiay  to  trace  ? 
Who  can  toy  long  progenitors  recount  • 

Or  who  revolve  the  glories  of  thy  race  ? 

V. 

On  the  rough  mountain  like  a  fturdy  oak, 

That  long  hath  brav’d  the  fury  of  the  ikies. 

So  Connal  flood,  till  fate  prepar’d  the  flroke, — 

And  low  on  the  earth  the  mighty  vidtim  lies. 

VI. 

Here,  here  was  heard  the  dreadful  din  of  arms; 

Here  did  the  groans  of  dying  thoufands  rife : 

O  Fingal,  mournful  were  thy  war’s  alarms ; 

% 

Here  Connal  ever-wept  untimely  dies. 

VII. 

Thine  arm  was  thunder,  never  launched  in  vain ; 

Thy  fword  a  fun-beam  fraught  with  burning  ire : 
Tall  as  a  rock  thou  towr’dfl  upon  the  plain. 

And  from  thine  eye-balls  flafh’d  the  living  fire. 


Thy 
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Thy  voice  was  louder  than  the  tempeft’s  roar ; 

Thy  menace  oft  the  vaunting  hoft  difmay’d : 
As  thifdes  fall  the  fweeping  fcythe  before, 

So  fell  thy  foes  before  thy  conquering  blade. 


IX. 

Like  rolling  thunder  through  the  darken’d  iky 
Ruih’d  Dargo,  fearlefs  of  the  hoilile  iliock  : 
Black  was  his  brow,  encavern’d  feem’d  each  eye, 
Like  hideous  dens  within  the  hollow’d  rock. 

X. 

Their  riling  falchions  blaz’d  like  gleamy  fire. 

While  ftroke  on  ftroke  the  godlike  champions  deal 
Rife  were  the  wounds;  the  doubtful  onfet  dire; 

-  A.nd  harih  the  claihing  of  the  clanking  ileel. 

XI. 

Good  Ri aval's  daughter  came  not  far  behind, 
Crimora ,  manly-arm’d,  to  face  the  foe : 

Her  lovely  hair  flow’d  waving  in  the  wind, 

I 

And  in  her  hand  fhe  grafp’d  the  warriour’s  bow. 


Forth 
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XII. 

Forth  to  the  field  the  daring  damfel  flew 
With  faithful  Connal,  for  ’twas  death  to  part ; 

At  Dargo  s  bread:  fhe  bent  the  twanging  yew. 

But,  erring,  pierc’d  her  faithful  Comal’s  heart. 

XIII. 

Like  a  tall  oak  the  wounded  hero  fails ; 

,  Or  like  a  rock  from  feme  rough  mountain  tom : 
He  bleeds  —  for  aid  to  heav’n  die  vainly  calls  ; 

He  bleeds,  he  dies,  and  leaves  the  maid  to  mourn , 

XIV. 

She  mourns  not  long;  her  fprings  of  life  decay; 

She  fhrinks  a  lily  in  its  faired:  bloom ; 

And  quick-retiring  from  the  realms  of  day. 

Exulting  feeks  her  Connal  in  the  tomb. 

%  • 

XV. 

While  here  I  fit  beneath  this  mournful  fihade, 

Sighs  o’er  the  tufted  grave  the  plaintive  wind; 
And  Connal  faithful,  and  his  haplefs  maid, 

Fair  memory  paints  within  my  penfive  mind. 


Far 
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Far  from  the  bitter  ills  of  life  remov’d. 

Here  in  this  fteepy  mountain’s  cavern ’d  fide, 

You  reft  in  peace,  who  living  fondly  lov’d. 

Whom  death,  indulgent,  would  not  long  divide. 
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FRAGMENT  VI. 

,  4 

I. 

G''1  O  N  of  the  noble  Fingal,  Ofcian ,  fpeak. 
Thou  firft  of  heroes,  and  of  men  the  bed;  ; 
What  tears  are  trickling  down  thy  aged  cheek; 
What  fhades  the  foul  within  thy  mighty  bread:  ? 

II. 

’Tis  memory,  Son  of  Alpin ,  memory  drong, 

That  wounds  with  arrows  keen  this  bread:  of  aee  ; 
The  fcenes,  the  bloody  fcenes,  tranfacled  long, 

In  numerous  woes  my  mournful  foul  engage. 

III. 

With  rueful  thoughts  my  bleeding  bofom  mourns, 
Of  noble  Fingal ,  and  his  royal  kind  : 

Fair  to  my  view  their  every  worth  returns. 

And  fad  remembrance  wounds  my  faithful  mind. 

Retiring 
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IV. 

Retiring  from  the  mountain  fport  one  day; 

Where  many  a  tenant  of  the  hill  was  flain ; 

Along  the  plain  we  held  our  jovial  way. 

The  brown  heath  covering  with  our  youthful  train. 

V. 

Fingal  was  here,  renown’d  in  hardy  might; 

Ofcur ,  my  Ion,  was  here,  of  martial  fame,: 
When  from  the  fea,  fair-blooming  on  the  fight; 

At  once  a  lovely,  tender  virgin  came. 

VI. 

Like  one  night’s  fnow  appear’d  her  lily  bread: ; 

Her  damaik  cheek  furpafs’d  the  budding  rofe 
Mild  was  her  eye  in  rolling  azure  dreft  ; 

But  big  her  bofom  with  impending  woes. 


Fingal  renown’d  in  war,  the  damfel  cries. 
Ye  offspring  of  the  king,  your  aid  I  feek. 
Securely  fpeak,  the  generous  prince  replies. 
Daughter  of  Beauty,  undilfembling  fpeak, 
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VIII. 

An  audience  juft,  to  all  our  ear  affords, 

To  virtue  ever  open  in  diftrefs  : 

Speak  then  fecure,  and  foon  our  ready  fwords 
Shall  all  thy  forrows,  all  thy  wrongs  redrefs. 

IX. 

From  TJllin  fam’d  in  war  I  quick  retire; 

His  arms  I  fly  who  would  my  blood  debafe: 

The  friend  of  men,  good  Cremor,  was  my  Sire, 
Cremor,  the  pride  of  Inverne  s  princely  race. 

X. 

Their  anger  Fingal’s  younger  fons  declare ; 

Carry l,  who  drew  the  bow  with  matchlefs  grace . 
Fijian  the  graceful,  favourite  of  the  Fair; 

And  Fergus  ever  foremoft  in  the  race. 

XL 

Who  from  remoteft  Lchclyn ,  bright-array’d, 

To  where  the  feas  of  Molochafquir  end  ; 

Who  dares  advance  to  hurt  the  lovely  maid, 

l 

The  maid  whom  Fingal’s  ready  fons  defend  ? 

Daughter 


I 
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XII. 

Daughter  of  Beauty,  let  no  cares  moleft, 

No  needlefs  cares  moleft  thy  troubled  mind  : 
Safe-guarded  by  our  arm  fecurely  reft. 

In  peace  repos’d,  thou  faireft  of  thy  kind.  — ■ 

XIII. 

Far  in  the  diftance  of  the  ocean  blue, 

As  in  the  tempeft  break  the  furges  white. 

Some  Ipot  appear’d  to  our  extended  view ; 

But  fcon  the  barque  encreas’d  upon  the  light. 

XIV. 

$ 

The  hand  of  TJllin,  oft  in  fight  approv’d. 

Strait  to  the  ftiore  the  fturdy  veffel  led  : 

The  lofty  mountains  trembled  as  he  mov’d. 

The  rough  hills  Ihook  beneath  his  weighty  tread. 

XV. 

* 

Dire  clalh’d  the  rattling  of  his  arms  around ; 

Death  and  deftrudtion  did  his  eye-balls  deal  : 
His  ftature  like  the  roe  on  Mcrven  found ; 

He  mov’d  far-glittering  in  the  light  of  fteel. 

U  2  Before 
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XVI. 

Before  him  fell  our  warriours  on  the  ground, 

Thick  as  the  field  before  the  reapers  laid : 

In  chains  the  fons  of  Fingal  faft  he  bound  ; 

And  in  the  Fair-one’s  bofom  fix’d  his  blade. 

XVII. 

She  funk,  as  melts  away  the  fnowy  wreath 
That  drinks  the  funfhine  of  the  vernal  beam : 
Her  lovely  breafl,  high-beating,  heav’d  in  death  j 
Her  foul  came  rufhing  in  the  purple  ftream. 

XVIII. 

\ 

Ofcur  my  fbn  came  down,  renown’d  in  war; 

The  ftrong  in  fight  defcended  from  on  high : 
Like  thunder  bray’d  his  clafhing  arms  afar, 

And  dreadful  flafh’d  the  lightning  of  his  eye. 

XIX. 

There  did  the  rattling  fliock  of  fwords  refound ; 

There,  there  was  heard  the  dreadful  voice  of  fleel : 
They  flruck,  they  thruft ;  and  many  a  gaping  wound, 
With  blood  wide-ftreaming,  did  the  heroes  deal. 


For 
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For  death  they  digged  with  their  murdering  blades  j 
But  death  was  diftant,  and  delay’d  to  come ; 

Till  from  the  mountain  fell  the  lengthening  (hades ; 
And  late  the  whiffling  cow-herd  thought  of  home. 

XXI. 

I 

Then  Ofciir  s  heel  the  heart  of  Ullin  found  ; 

He  fell  an  oak  torn  from  its  bleak  domain. 

With  glittering  fro  ft  encrufted  bright  around ; 

Or  like  a  rock  upon  the  wintry  plain. 

XXII.  ■ 

Here  Beauty’s  daughter  found  an  early  grave ; 

And  here  of  men  the  nobleft  and  the  bed  : 

Here  fell,  one  day,  the  beauteous  and  the  brave ; 
Here  the  purfu’d,  and  the  purfuer  reft. 

XXIII. 

O  Son  of  J'llpin  !  many  are  the  pains 
The  aged  feel ;  their  tears  are  for  the  paft : 

This  rais’d  my  forrow ;  this,  while  life  remains. 

And  memory  lives,  will  make  thofe  forrows  laft. 
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XXIV. 

O  Son  of  Alp  in,  while  I  thus  deplore, 

Forgive  the  tears  o’er  aged  cheeks  that  flow: 
Ofcur  was  brave,  —  but  Ofcur  is  no  more.  — 

O  noble  youth,  forgive  the  tale  of  woe ! 


MISCELLANIES.  295 

t 

FRAGMENT  VII. 

•_  -  III 

—  /  m 

I. 

OS  O  N  of  Alpin ,  why  my  fpring  of  woe 

Op’ft  thou  afrefh,  afking  how  Ofcur  fell  ?  — 

I 

Blind  are  mine  eyes  with  tears  that  ever  flow ; 

But  in  my  heart  doth  fair  remembrance  dwell. 

II. 

Fall’n  is  the  nation’s  head,  the  people’s  joy, — 

How  fhall  this  breafl:  the  mournful  tale  unfold  ?  — 

Prince  of  the  warriours  brave,  my  darling  boy, 

Ofcur  my  fon,  fhall  I  no  more  behold ! 

III. 

He  fell,  the  moon  refembling  in  a  ftorm ;  . 

As  from  his  mid-day  courfe  the  orb  of  light, 

When  from  the  fea  thick  clouds  the  day  deform, 

And  diftant  mountains  darken  on  the  fight. 

U  4  '  I,  like 
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IV. 

I,  like  an  ancient  oak  exalted  high, 

That  long  on  Morveris  fhaggy  brow  hath  grown  ; 
Expos’d  to  all  the  fury  of  the  iky  ; 

Ain  left  to  moulder  in  my  place  alone. 

V. 

Torn  by  the  blaft,  my  branches  all  are  gone; 

I  fhake,  the  pinions  of  the  north  before. 

Prince  of  the  warriours,  Ofcur,  Q  my  fon. 

Thee,  O  my  Ofcur,  ihall  I  fee  no  more ! 

VI. 

I 

Dermid,  and  generous  Ofcur,  were  but  one  ; 

They  reap’d  the  battle  with  their  falchions  keen  : 
Strong  as  their  fteel,and  bright,  their friendihip  fhone; 

I 

And  to  the  field  walk’d  death  the  friends  between, 

VII. 

Like  two  vail  rocks  torn  from  the  mountain  hoar. 
With  force  refiftlcis  on  the  foe  they  came : 

They  ft ain’d  their  fwords  with  many  a  hero’s  gore; 

t 

And  warriours  fainted  at  their  dreadful  name. 


Who 
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Who  but  the  dauntlefs  Dermid  could  be  found. 
That  dar’d  with  Ofcurs  nervous  arm  engage  ? 

I 

And  who  but  Ofcur ,  in  the  field  renown’d, 

t 

Durft  meet  the  fhockof  Dermid' s  martial  rage? 


The  mighty  Dargo  on  the  plain  they  flew; 

*  • 

Dargo ,  before  invincible  in  fight : 

Fair  was  his  daughter,  as  the  morn,  to  view. 

And  mild  her  beauty  as  the  beam  of  night. 

X. 

Like  two  bright  liars,  appear’d  her  lovely  eyes, 
Drown’d  in  a  fhowre;  the  gale  of  Ipring  her  breath: 
Her  panting  breads  in  quick  emotions  rife, 

Like  new-fall’n  fnow  that  floats  upon  the  heath. 


XL 


The  warriours  faw,  and  glow’d  with  equal  flame ; 

Their  hearts  alike  high-beat  to  love’s  alarms : 
Each  faw,  each  flgh’d,  each  lov’d  her  as  his  fame, 
And  each  mufl  perifh,  or  poflefs  her  charms. 


",  '  . 
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XII. 

But  in  her  grace  the  faired:  Ofcur  flood; 

My  fon  the  virgin’s  tender  foul  approv’d  : 

The  yielding  maid  forgot  her  father’s  blood. 

And  loon  the  hand,  which  flew  that  father,  lov’d. 

9 

XIII. 

Brave  fon  of  Ofcian,  fighing  Dermid  laid, 

I  love  this  maid  ;  but  ah  !  too  well  I  fee. 

Thrice  happy  Ofcur ,  that  this  lovely  maid. 

Hath  fix’d  her  foul,  thrice  happy  youth,  on  thee ! 

XIV. 

This  wretched  being  death  fhall  quickly  end, 
-rnce  now  no  hope  my  wounded  bread;  can  heal : 
Here  pierce  my  bofom,  Ofcur ,  generous  friend; 
And  quick  relieve  my  forrows  with  thy  Heel. 

XV. 

My  fword,  flill  drawn  the  wretched  to  defend, 
Which  oft  the  vaunting  foe  hath  fled  before, 

O  fon  of  Morny ,  never  fhall  be  dain’d, 

Forbid  it  Heav’n  !  in  Dermid’s  generous  gore. 


Eft 


Who 
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XVI. 


Who  then  is  worthy,  with  his  friendly  blade, 
Low  on  the  earth  my  breathlefs  corfe  to  lay  ? 
O  Ofcur,  be  not  long  the  ftroke  delay’d ; 

Let  not  my  life  unhonour’d  pafs  away. 


*  XVII. 


By  none  but  Ofcur ,  fon  of  Ofcian  brave, 

By  none  but  Ofcur.,  be  my  glories  crown’d  : 
Send  me  replete  with  honour  to  the  grave; 
And  be  my  death,  as  was  my  life,  renown’d. 


XVIII. 


Wield,  Derrnid,  wield  thy  deathful  weapon  well ; 

O  fon  of  Morny,  Ikilful  ufe  thy  fteel : 

Would  that  with  thee,  my  noble  friend,  I  fell ! 
Would  that  my  death  thy  liberal  hand  would  deal ! 


XIX. 


By  where  the  brook  expends  its  babling  rage, 
Swift-falling  from  the  fteepy  mountain  hoar; 

On  Brannos  margin  did  the  chiefs  engage; 

And  ting’d  the  filvery  current  with  their  gore. 


Where’er 
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XX. 

Where’er  the  ftream  in  fmoother  eddies  play’d. 
Curdled  thou  blood  the  mofiy  Hones  around.—— 
Full  Dcrmtd s  heart  at  length  receiv’d  the  blade; 

Gi  aceful  he  fell,  and  imiling  bieft  the  wound. 

XXL 

%  •  »  • 

And  doit  thou  fon  of  Monty,  fam’d  afar, 

Thus  doft  thou  fall,  by  Ofcurs  falchion  flain ! 
Dcrmtd,  thou  once  invincible  in  war, 
i  hus  do  I  fee  the  fall’n  upon  the  plain ! 

XXII. 

Quick  to  the  Fair  he  lov’d  the  vidlor  hy’d; 

But  fcon  his  grief  alarm'd  the  tender  maid: 

Say,  fon  of  Cj'cian ,  why  that  gloom,  the  cry’d. 

Why  o’er  thy  foul  extends  that  fullen  ihade  ? 

4  XXIII. 

Though  for  the  bow  once  famous  was  my  Hull, 

O  maid,  that  fame  I  now  am  forc’d  to  yield: 

Fix’d  by  the  molly  fountain  of  the  hill, 

f 

I  long  in  vain  have  aim’d  at  yonder  fhield. 


The 
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XXIV. 

The  Ariel  d  was  Gormurs ,  whom  upon  the  plain. 
Long  try’d  in  light,  I  flew  in  conflict  fierce  ; 
The  day  my  labours  have  confirm’d  in  vain, 

Nor  yet  my  arrow  can  the  center  pierce. 

XXV. 

O  fon  of  Ofcian  give  a  maid  the  bow; 

And  Dargo’s  daughter  fir  all  the  talk  fulfill : 

My  hands  were  taught  the  ftubborn  yew  to  draw; 
And  much  my  fire  delighted  in  my  ficill. 

XXVI. 

Quick  to  the  goal  the  nimble  maid  withdrew ; 
Behind  the  mark  her  lover  flood  conceal’d : 

I 

Too-furely  aim’d  the  fatal  arrow  flew, 

t  |  / 

And  cleft  her  Ofcurs  bofom  through  the  Ihield. 

XXVII. 

Bleft  be  that  hand,  that  virgin  hand  of  fnow  ; 

May  bounteous  heav’n  its  every  want  fupply  : 
And  bleft  for  ever  be  that  friendly  bow  ;  — 

I  die  refolv’d,  and  undifmay’d  I  die. 


And 
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XXVIII. 

And  who  to  flay  me,  but  the  lovely  maid, 

Great  Dargo's  daughter,  worthy  could  be  found  ? 
Let  me,  my  Fair-one,  in  the  earth  be  laid; 

By  Dermid  lay  me,  in  the  hallow’d  ground. 

XXIX. 

Of  cur  y  the  blood  of  mighty  Dargos  race 
Untainted  flows  within  my  every  vein : 

My  foul  well- pleas’d  the  frown  of  death  can  face  ; 
And  thus  I  end  my  being  and  my  pain. 

XXX. 

She  faid,  refolv’d  on  death ;  nor  added  more ; 

But  to  her  breafl:  the  ready  Heel  apply ’d : 

Quick  from  the  wound  rufli’d  out  the  crimfon  gore ; 
She  fhook,  fhe  fell,  Ihe  trembled,  and  Are  dy’d. 

XXXI. 

In  peace  they  fleep  ;  their  grafly  tombs  are  laid, 
N-'ar  where  the  mountain  rivulet  pours  its  waves; 
A  withering  birch  fupplies  a  partial  Ihade, 

And  fpreads  its  fcanty  foliage  o’er  their  graves. 


Oft 
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XXXII. 


Oft  o’er  their  earthen  tombs  of  tufted  green. 
Feeding,  the  mountains  branchy  fons  are  found  j 
When  fcorching  mid-day  all  in  flames  is  feen. 

And  o’er  the  heath  deep  Silence  reigns  around. 
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FRAGMENT  VIII. 


I. 

ESIDE  a  rock  upon  the  lonely  hill. 

The  aged  trees’  extended  arms  beneath  j 

I 

Where  down  the  mountain  flows  the  murmuring  rill 
Old  Gfcian  fate  upon  the  molly  heath. 

II. 

The  laid  is  he  of  Fingal's  noble  race: 

Wet  are  his  cheeks ;  his  aged  eyes  are  blind  : 
And,  filver’d  o’er  with  many  a  reverend  grace. 

His  hoary  beard  is  waving  in  the  wind. 

III. 

Deep  through  the  trees,  where  blafts  for  ever  howl. 
He  heard  the  voice  of  the  tempeftuous  north ; 
Thoughts  of  the  dead  reviv’d  within  his  foul ; 

And  thus  he  pour’d  his  riling  forrows  forth. 


How 
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IV. 

s<  How  haft  thou  fall’n,  as  on  its  native  place 
Falls  the  ftrong  oak,  with  all  thy  branches  round  ! 
Where  now  is  noble  FingaT s  faded  race  5 

Where  now  my  Son  for  every  worth  renown’d  ? 

V. 

Where  now  are  all  the  heroes  of  my  line, 

Oft  feen  refulgent  in  terrific  fteel  ? 

Low,  low  on  earth  their  humbled  heads  recline; 

VI. 

I  hear,  diftinft,  the  river  hoarfely  roll 
Its  murmuring  furges  o’er  the  (tones  below. 

O  river,  why  within  my  weeping  foul. 

Why  for  the  paft,  doft  thou  revive  my  woe ! 

VII. 

The  race  of  Fingal  on  thy  banks  was  feen, 

As  (hoots  a  wood  upon  the  fertile  plain : 

Sharp  were  their  fwords  of  fteel,  their  arrows  keen  ; 
And  hardy  he  who  durfi:  their  (hock  fuftain. 

•  X  Filhn 
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VIII.  • 

Fillan  the  brave,  the  beautiful,  was  there  ; 

There  did  my  fon  his  martial  fkill  difplay : 

There  did  high  FingaT s  mighty  felf  appear. 

Strong  in  his  aged  locks  of  reverend  grey. 

IX. 

His  finewy  limbs  with  matchlefs  vigour  rofe ; 

•  I  i.  i|»r 

Spread  to  the  view  his  manly  fhoulders  wide : 

His  blade  dealt  fury  to  prefuming  foes, 

When  of  his  wrath  arofe  the  martial  pride. 

X. 

\ 

The  fon  of  Morny  came,  prepar’d  to  kill ; 

The  tailed;  he  the  fons  of  men  among;  :• 

Firm  as  an  oak  he  towr’d  upon  the  hill; 

And  as  the  mountain  floods  his  voice  was  ftrong. 

XI. 

Alone  why  reigns  the  fon  of  Corval  brave  ? 

That  reign,  the  boafter  cries,  {hall  quickly  end  : 
Not  Fingal’s  famous  arm  is  ftrong  to  fave ; 

Not  Fingal’s  arm,  the  people  to  defend. 

Strong 
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Strong  as  a  ftorm  upon  the  watry  field, 

Strong  am  I,  as  a  whirlwind  on  the  plain : 

/ 

Yield,  fon  of  Corral,  to  my  prowefs  yield  ; 

Yield,  Fingal,  yield,  nor  tempt  mine  arm  in  vain, 

XIII. 

f 

Ofcur  my  fon  flood  forth,  of  martial  fame. 

Pleas’d  would  my  fon  the  boafting  foe  have  met : 
But  in  his  flrength  the  mighty  Fingal  came, 

And  fmil’d  to  hear  the  vaunter’s  empty  threat. 


XIV. 


Each  others  limbs  their  arms  they  threw  around ; 
Their  ftruggling  heels  plough’d  deep  the  furrow’d 


Their  bones,  loud-cracking,  like  the  boat,  refound; 
That  leaps  from  wave  to  wave  upon  the  main. 

XV. 


Long  aged  Fingal  ftrove  with  mighty  Gaul ; 

With  night  they  fell  upon  the  founding  heath ; 
As  two  vafl:  oaks  with  mingled  branches  fall, 

And  crafhing  fhake  the  trembling  plain  beneath 
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XVI. 

\ 

Fad  is  the  boadful  fon  of  Morny  bound ; 

Suppred,  at  length,  is  feen  his  martial  rage 
With  conqued  Fingal’s  arduous  toil  is  crown’d ; 

And  youth  fubmitted  to  the  arm  of  age. 

XVII. 

Fair  with  her  pendent  locks  of  flowing  hair, 

1'hat  o’er  her  neck  diffus’d  their  wreathy  gold ; 
With  rifing  breads,  as  fnow  new-fallen  fair; 

Fair  as  the  mountain-fpirits  to  behold : 

XVIII. 

Fair  as  the  mountain-fpirits,  when  they  glide 
Along  the  heath,  at  mid-day’s  fllent  reign  ; 

Fair  as  the  bow  in  radiant  tindlures  dy’d, 

Minvane  the  maid  advanc’d  upon  the  plain. 

XIX. 

F'm gal,  die  foftly  cry’d,  with  virgin  grace, 

Ileleafe  my  brother  at  a  maid’s  requed : 

O,  quick  releafe  the  hope  of  all  my  race, 

Unfear’d  alone  by  Fingal's  dauntlefs  bread:. 

Caw 


- 


MISCELLANIES.  309 

XX. 

Can  I,  replies  the  king,  refufe  to  give 

Whate’er  the  daughter  of  the  hill  demands  ? 

O  Minvane ,  fair  as  northern  fnows,  receive. 

Receive  the  boon  uninjur’d,  at  my  hands. 

# 

XXI. 

Such,  Fingal,  were  the  words  I  us’d  to  hear. 

But  ah  !  for  ever  is  their  author  dumb  ! 

No  more  thy  voice  fhall  melt  upon  mine  ear ; 

While  fightlefs  here  I  lit  befide  thy  tomb. 

\ 

XXII. 

Hoarfe  through  the  wood  I  hear  the  whirlwind  roar  j 
My  friends  I  hear  not,  Ihouting  from  afar ; 

; The  jovial  huntfmen’s  jocund  cry  is  o’er; 

Ceas’d  is  the  voice,  the  clamorous  voice  of  war.” 
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FRAGMENT  IX. 

I. 

THOU  afkeft  and  I  anfwer  thy  requeft, 

F air  daughter  of  the  illands  of  the  main  : 
Thou  afkeft,  whofe  the  corfes  here  that  reft. 
An  J  whofe  the  memory  that  thefe  tombs  retain  P 

II. 

The  memory  fair,  O  maid,  of  Ronnan  bold 
Of  Connan  brave,  the  chief  of  mortal  race ; 

# 

And  her  of  Nymphs  the  faireft  to  behold, 

Rivine  good,  adorn’d  by  every  grace. 

,  III. 

Lad’n  is  the  hoary  wine  of  time  with  care, 

J  O  J 

Enough  each  moment  with  it  brings  of  woe: 
Why  from  afar  then  do  we  feck  deipairj 
Whv  do  our  tears  for  former  ayes  flow  r 

^  J  o 
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IV. 

But  thou  enquired  here  what  corfes  reft. 

And  whofe  the  memory  that  thefe  tombs  retain  ? 

Thou  afkeft  —  I  will  anfwer  thy  requeft. 

Fair  daughter  of  the  iflands  of  the  main. 

V. 

Conar  was  mighty  in  the  hoftile  field ; 

Far  known  was  Caul,  the  needy  ftranger’s  friend  : 

His  gates  to  all  a  willing  entrance  yield ; 

No  iron  bars  his  midnight  doors  defend. 

VI.  . 

Both  fought  their  food  the  fhaggy  hills  around. 

Both  chas’d  the  offspring  of  the  mountain  hoar : 

And  ready  ftill  their  willing  bow  was  found. 

Their  arm  ftill  ready,  to  fupport  the  poor. 

VII. 

High  Conar  s  foul  in  Connans  bofom  mov’d  ; 

From  Caul  to  R onnatz  did  each  worth  delcend  j 
Rhine,  Conar  s  daughter,  Roman  lov’d  5 

Her  brother  Connan  was  that  lover’s  friend. 

* 

X  4  Fair 
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VIII. 

Fair  as  the  harveft-moon  that  o’er  the  wave 
Of  Molochafquir  fheds  her  fetting  beams , 

Her  foul  fecure  was  fix’d  on  Ronnan  brave. 

The  lovely  objedt  of  her  nightly  dreams. 

IX. 

Rhine  fair,  fays  Ronnan ,  to  my  king 
In  Norway  bound,  I  bid  my  Love  adieu ; 

But  back  my  fteps  a  finifh’d  year  fhall  bring ; 
Wilt  thou,  my  fair-one,  be  to  Ronnan  true  ? 

%  • 

X. 

A  year,  replies  the  maid,  O  Ronnan  brave, 
Sacred  to  virgin  woe  fhall  flowly  roll ; 

But,  O  my  Ronnan ,  like  a  Man  behave, 

And  much  thy  valour  fhall  rejoice  my  foul. 

XI. 

Connan ,  my  friend,  departing  Ronnan  faid. 

Wilt  thou  prcferve  my  Love,  hhine  fair  r 

The  haughty  Durflan  loves  the  beauteous  maid. 
And  to  our  coafl:  he  quickly  will  repair. 
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Ronnan,  no  foe  fhall  bear  the  maid  away  ; 

Do  thou  fecurely  pafs  the  furges  o’er.  — 

He  went  j  and  punftual  kept  the  promis’d  day ; 
But  Durjlan  came  the  promis’d  day  before. 


Give  me  thy  daughter,  haughty  Durjlan  cries, 
Conar ,  to  me  relign  the  lovely  maid  : 

The  daring  mortal  who  my  powre  defies. 

Shall  fear,  and  feel,  the  vengeance  of  my  blade. 


XIV. 


Says  Connan ,  he  who  dares  my  filler  harm, 

f 

Firft  in  the  field  this  edge  of  iteel  mult  try 
Unerring  found  in  battle  is  mine  arm ; 

My  fword  the  forked  lightning  of  the  iky. 


XV. 


Ronnan ,  the  warriour  and  the  lover,  came : 

* 

Clad  were  his  finewy  limbs  in  armour  bright ; 
For  martial  prowefs  high-renown’d  his  name ; 
And  much  he  threatncd  Durjlan  in  his  might. 
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XVI. 


ELuiciTi)  the  Have  of*  fordid  gold,  replies, 

By  the  dark  portal  of  the  north,  thv  Fair 

m 

This  night  fhall  Durjian  carry  :  Honnan  cries, 

Cuill  this  arm,  or  death  fhall  meet  him  there, 


XVII. 


Connan >  faith  JLu?'cin^  m  the  gloom  of*  night 
The  ftranger  fhall  thy  filler  bear  away  : 

i 

IV ly  fwoid,  lays  Connan,  oft  approv’d  in  fight. 
Low  on  the  earth  his  impious  head  fhall  lay. 


XVIII. 


Dim  in  the  night  the  friends  miftaken  met, 

And,  high-impalfion’d,  join’d  the  hoflile  fliock : 
Swift  down  their  limbs  diftill’d  the  blood,  and  fweat, 

J 

Like  water  trickling  from  the  molly  rock. 


XIX. 


Dreathlefs  at  1  aft  falls  Connan  on  the  plain, 

And  cries,  O  Durjian.,  kindly  treat  the  maid. 
And  is  it  thee,  faith  Roman,  I  have  llain  ! 

Doth  Connan  s  blood  defile  my  erring  blade  ? 
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XX. 

With  Durjlan  to  engage  in  hafte  he  flies. — 

The  fullen  lhades  of  gloomy  night  retir’d. 

And  on  the  combat  day  began  to  rife, 

When  on  the  field  the  combatants  expir’d. 

XXI. 

Swift  with  the  mom  came  out  the  anxious  maid,  — 

h  * 

O,  what  my  Ronnan  can  detain,  file  cry’d  !  — 
Pale  in  his  blood  fiie  faw  her  lover  laid; 

And  pale  her  brother  lying  by  his  fide. 

XXII. 

What  words  her  various  anguifh  could  exp r els  ? 

What  hopes  of  comfort  could  affwage  her  pain  ? 
Strong  wras  the  raging  torrent  of  diftrefs ; 

Her  tears  were  many,  and  her  plaints  were  vain. 

XXIII. 

Sad  for  the  warriours  low  on  earth  repos’d. 

This  grave  die  open’d  ;  but  her  breathlefs  clav 

✓ 

Dropt  with  her  Love  and  Brother,  ere  it  clos’d ; 
Snatch’d  like  the  fun  by  wintry  ftorms  away. 

.  Now 
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XXIV. 

Now  haft  thou  heard  this  plaintive  tale  of  woe* 
Fair  daughter  of  the  ifles,  in  faireft  bloom ; 
Bright  as  thyfelf  did  once  Riutnc  glow:  — 

O,  fhed  a  tear  of  pity  on  her  tomb. 


/ 
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4 

FRAGMENT  X. 


L 

T^ARR.  is  the  night,  and  I  am  here  alone, 

^  Forlorn  upon  the  ftormy  mountain  drear, 
Doom’d  to  the  winds  to  make  my  haplefs  moan, 
While  o’er  the  hill  the  raging  blaft  I  hear. 

II. 

Loud  roars  the  torrent  down  the  rocky  deep ; 

No  hut  receives  me  from  the  driving  rain : 
Forlorn  upon  the  hill  of  winds  I  weep. 

And  to  the  north  exalt  my  voice  in  vain. 

III. 

1 

Bright  from  thy  dufky  clouds,  O  moon,  arife ; 

Appear,  ye  ftarry  offspring  of  the  night: 
Direct  my  feet  to  where  my  lover  lies, 

O,  foon  direft  me,  fome  propitious  light ! 


Guide 
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IV. 

Guide  me  to  where  my  lovely  Shalgar  low. 

Tir’d  with  the  chace,  repofes  on  the  ground; 
While  ne’er  him  lies  unus’d,  unftrung,  his  bow. 
And  panting  near  him,  many  a  faithful  hound. 

V. 

% 

But  fitting  here  muft  I  alone  deplore, 

Plac’d  by  the  rock,  the  mofly  fountain  near : 

The  tumbling  ftream,  and  winds  tempeftuous,  roar 

Nor  can  I  yet  my  lover’s  accent  hear, 

# 

VI. 

Why  does  my  Love  his  promis’d  time  delay ! 

Here  is  the  roaring  ftream,  the  tree,  the  ftone  : 
Here  didft  thou  vow  to  be  with  fetting  day ; 

Son  of  the  hill,  ah,  whither  art  thou  gone ! 

VII. 

Glad  would  I  fly,  with  thee,  my  father’s  face ; 

My  haughty  brother  would  I  fly  with  thee : 

Foes  unrelenting  long  have  been  our  race; 

But  foes,  my  lovely  Sbalgar,  are  not  we. 

A  moment; 
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A  moment,  wind,  thy  noify  rage  forbear; 

# 

Awhile,  O  fire  am,  fufpend  thy  babbling  brawl : 
That  o’er  the  heath  my  wandring  Love  may  hear;— 
O  Shalgar ,  hear,  — ’tis  I  who  fondly  call.  ' 


IX. 


Here  is  the  tree ;  the  lofty  rock  is  here ; 

And  here  am  I,  my  Shalgar ,  and  alone : 

Ah,  wherefore  thus  delay’d:  thou  to  appear ; 
Nor  deign’d:  an  anfwer  to  my  plaintive  moan  ? 


X. 


Lo,  where  the  moon  difplays  her  diver  light ! 

Grey  on  the  mount  the  lofty  rocks  are  feen : 
Wide  o’er  the  vale  the  fheety  dood  is  bright, 
That  fair-extends  the  rugged  hills  between. 


XL 


But  ah,  my  Love  I  fee  not  on  the  plain ; 

Nor  yet,  portending  fure  his  quick  return, 
Before  him  walk  his  hounds,  a  drooping  train. 
Here  am  I  fated,  and  alone,  to  mourn. 
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XII. 

But  who  are  thcfe  that  on  the  heath  I  fpy !  — 

Are  they  my  Love,  and  brother,  that  appear? 
Speak,  O  my  friends  !  —  alas,  no  kind  reply  !  — ■ 
Shook  and  tormented  is  my  foul  with  fear. 

XIII. 

Scarce  can  my  tottering  limbs  fuftain  the  fright  — 
Alas,  my  heart !  too  furely  they  are  dead. 

Pale  is  each  breathlefs  corfe ;  and  from  the  fight, 
Deep-ting’d  in  gore,  their  reeking  falchions  red. 

XIV. 

Why,  O  my  brother,  dar’d  thy  impious  blade. 

My  Shalgars  hallow’d  bofom  to  profane  ? 

O  wherefore,  wherefore,  fay,  thou  facred  fhade, 
My  brother,  O  my  Sbalgar ,  haft  thou  flain  ? 

XV. 

Dear  were  ye  both,  and  lovely,  to  my  bread: ; 

O  come,  and  let  us  focial  converfe  hold:  — 

But  ah,  for  ever  filent  do  they  reft; 

Pale  are  their  cheeks,  their  clayey  bofoms  cold ! 

Oh! 
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XVI. 

Oh  !  from  the  rock  upon  the  mountain  drear. 

Oh  !  from  the  hill  where  tempefts  ever  howl, 
Ghofts  of  the  dead,  let  me  your  voices  hear ; 

Your  voices  fhall  not  difcompofe  my  foul. 

XVII. 

I  fit  in  grief ;  for  morn  I  wait  in  tears.  — ■ 

Rear  for  the  dead,  ye  friends,  the  decent  tomb, 
To  fpeak  their  memory  fair  to  diftant  years  j 
But  O  !  forbear  to  clofe  it  till  I  come. 

XVIII. 

Quick  flies  my  life,  as  fleets  the  airy  dream ; 

Why  fhould  I  wifh  my  mifery  to  prolong  ? 

Here  fhall  I,  with  my  friends,  beflde  the  ftream. 
Reft  undifturb’d  the  founding  rocks  among. 

XIX. 

When  o’er  the  hill  the  gloom  of  night  extends ; 

When  loud  the  whirlwind  whiftles  o’er  the  heath ; 
Cold  in  the  wind  my  ghoft  fhall  wail  my  friends, 

A  prey  untimely  to  relentlefs  death. 


£S 
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XX. 


The  lonely  hunter  from  his  booth  fhall  hear ; 

v  %  .  * 

While  lov’d,  though  dreaded,  fhall  my  accent  be 
Sweet  for  my  friends  my  voice  fhall  greet  his  ear ; 
For  pleafant  were  ye  both,  my  friends,  to  me. 


FRA  G- 
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I. 

4 

SAD  are  my  thoughts,  while  here  I  fit  alone ; 
Nor  fmall  the  caufe  of  woe  within  my  breaft: — ■ 

O  Kirmor,  thou  haft  loft  no  darling  fon  j 

• 

No  maid  torn  from  thee  robs  thy  foul  of  reft ! 

II. 

Connar  the  valiant  lives,  high-fam’d  in  fight. 

And  Amir  fair,  furpaffing  mortal  grace : 

Wide  fpread  thy  blooming  branches  to  the  fight  5 
But  Armyn  is  the  laft  of  all  his  race. 

III. 

1 

Raee,  winds  of  autumn,  o’er  the  darken’d  vale  : 

Howl  thro’  thet  rees,  ye  tempefts ;  roar,  ye  ftreams, 
Down  the  rough  hill :  moon,  fhew  thy  vifage  pale, 

Through  broken  clouds,  in  intermitting  gleams. 

/  / 

Y  2  Bring 
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IV. 

Bring  to  my  mind  the  fad,  the  fatal  night. 

When  all  my  children  fell  in  beauty’s  pride ; 
When  Arindel,  renown’d  for  dauntlefs  might,  ' 
When  Daura ,  lovelieft  of  the  virgins,  —  died. 

V. 

Fair,  fair,  my  daughter,  did  thy  beauties  glow. 

As  is  the  moon  on  ^jura's  mountains  fair ; 

White  was  thy  bofom  as  the  driven  fnow. 

And  fweet  thy  fragrance  as  the  vernal  air. 

VI. 

Young  Armor  came,  full  oft  in  battle  try’d, 

And  fought  the  lovely  Daura  to  obtain ; 

Fond  was  the  youth  ;  he  was  not  long  deny’d ; 

And  fair  the  hopes  of  all  their  friends  remain. 

VII. 

Earchy  Son  of  Ogdal,  at  the  news  repin'd ; 

He  envied  Armor  in  his  lovely  maid : 

And  fecret  malice  fill’d  his  groveling  mind, 

Bccaufe  his  brother  fell  bv  Armors  blade. 

* 

The 
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VIII. 

I  I 

The  Ocean’s  Ton  appearing  to  the  fight. 

Fair  did  his  fluff  the  placid  furg  es  plow : 

His  locks  of  age  were  filver’d  o’er  with  white , 

And  calm  and  thoughtful  feem’d  his  ferious  brow 

/ 

IX. 

Daughter  of  Armyn ,  virgin  fair,  he  cry’d, 

A  rock  not  diftant  in  the  ocean  green. 
High-bears  a  tree,  fair-blooming  on  its  fide, 
Whofe  ruddy  fruitage  from  afar  is  feen. 

X. 

Awaiting  Daura ,  Armor  there  abides: 

I  came  in  hafte  to  fetch  his  promis’d  Fair; 
The  lovely  nymph  who  o’er  his  foul  prefides  :  — • 
Come,  Daura,  come,  and  eafe  a  lover’s  care. 

XI. 

She  went ;  Ihe  call’d  aloud  on  Armors  name : 

Loud  did  file  call  on  Armor  s  name,  and  long. 
But  to  her  call  no  wi fil’d- for  anfwer  came. 

Save  from  the  Voice  that  dwells  the  rocks  among, 

t 

”1  . 

Y  3  Armor., 
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XII. 

Armor ,  my  Love,  my  Love !  why  art  thou  dumb ! 

Why  wilt  thou  thus  torment  my  foul  with  fear  ? 
Come,  graceful  fon  of  Ardnart,  quickly  come ; 

’Tis  Id  aura  calls ;  at  D aura's  call  appear. 

XIII. 

The  traitor  Earch  fled  laughing  to  the  land.  — 
Her  voice  fhe  rais’d,  and  call’d  aloud  for  aid. 
Hear,  brother,  father,  hear  me,  from  the  ftrand : 
O  Armyn,  Arindel ,  relieve  your  maid. 

XIV. 

Heard  was  her  voice  from  o’er  the  foaming  main  ; 

Her  brother’s  foul  her  cries  with  anguifh  fill : 
And  rough  in  fpoils  of  many  a  favage  flain. 

My  fon  defcended  from  the  fteepy  hill. 

XV. 

9  % 

Rattle  his  arrows  fearful  by  his  fide; 

His  nervous  arms  the  ready  bow  fulpend : 
And  five  grey  dogs  in  faithful  friendfhip  try’d, 
With  willing  feet,  their  mafter’s  fteps  attend. 
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XVI. 

He  faw  fierce  Earch  upon  the  fhore,  and  bound 

I  l"-'  *  .  :  }  .  'r” 

The  ruthlefs  traitor  to  a  flurdy  oak : 

Quick  fly  the  thongs  his  harrowed  limbs  around ; 
He  loads  the  wind  with  groans  at  every  ftroke. 

XVII. 

My  foil  the  veflel  feiz’d  and  quickly  fled 

To  D auras  aid  :  —  but  fierce  a  feather  d  dart 
From  Armor ,  big  with  wrath,  miftaken  fped  : 

It  fung  5  and  pierc’d,  O  Anndel ,  thy  heart. 

XVIII. 

/ 

Thou  diedfl  for  Ecirch ,  the  fon  of  dark  deceit: 

The  ftroke,  O  Daura ,  how  thy  tears  deplore. 
When  curdling  red  around  thy  trembling  feet,] 

Is  pour’d  profufe  thy  brother’s  vital  gore ! 

XIX. 

Broke  is  the  boat,  the  ihatter’d  boat  in  twain. 

The  waves  no  longer  able  to  defy. 

Quick  plunges  Armor  in  the  boifterous  main, 
Refolv’d  to  fave  his  Daura,  or  to  die. 

Y  A 

r 
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XX. 

Sudden  a  blaft  from  off  the  hill  was  heard. 

That  fvvept  with  rapid  wing  the  furges  o’er: 
High  rofe  the  billows, — Armor  difappear’d. 

And  funk  precipitate,  to  rife  no  more. 

XXI. 

Cold  on  the  fea-beat  rock  the  maid  alone. 

Mournful  was  heard  and  difmal  to  complain : 
Loud,  loud  and  frequent  was  her  helplefs  moan ; 

A  father’s  wifhes  to  relieve  were  vain. 

XXII. 

All  night  I  flood  upon  the  lonely  fhore; 

All  night  I  heard  her,  weeping,  as  fhe  cry’d  : 

I  ligh  did  the  voice  of  bellowing  whirlwinds  roar. 
And  ftrong  the  tempeft  beat  the  mountain’s  fide. 

XXIII. 

But  weak  her  call  was  heard,  before  the  Day, 
Bright  from  the  eafl,  announc’d  his  golden  reign : 
Soft  as  the  evening  breeze  it  dy’d  away. 

That  gently  fighs  along  the  tufted  plain. 
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XXIV. 

Spent  with  her  grief,  the  fainting  maid  expir’d. 

Sad  forrow’s  vidtim,  in  her  beauty’s  bloom.  — 

O  lay  me  foon,  in  filent  earth  retir’d, 

Befide  her  lay  me,  in  the  filent  tomb. 

XXV. 

When  whirlwinds  fweep  the  whiffling  mountain  o’ei 
When  the  bleak  north  lifts  up  the  waves  on  high 

Penfive  I  fit  befide  the  founding  fiiore, 

Aod  caft  upon  the  faral  rock  mine  eye. 

XXVI. 

Oft  by  the  paly  moon’s  departing  beam, 

My  children’s  wandering,  weeping  ghofts  I  fee ; 

While  indiftindf  upon  the  beach  they  feem 
Sad  to  unite  in  mounful  fympathy. 

XXVII. 

Stop,  lovely  ghofts ;  your  fleeting  fteps  reftrain,  — 
Will  none  regard  your  fighing  father’s  prayre  ?  — 

But  ah  !  your  father’s  fondeft  prayre  is  vain  : 

My  call  unheeded,  they  diflolve  in  air. 


FRAG- 
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FRAGMENT  XII. 

I 

RYNO  and  ALPIN. 

R  Y  N  0. 

I. 

/■"g -A HE  blu fir y  winds  and  beating  rain  fubfide  ; 

A  gladfome  radiance  gilds  the  mid-day  fky : 
On  either  hand  the  broken  clouds  divide. 

And  o’er  the  hill  inconflant  fliadows  flv. 

J 

II. 

Red  through  the  flony  valley  pours  along 

The  flream  that  tumbles  from  von  mountain  drear: 

J 

Sweet  is  its  brawl ;  but  fweeter  far  the  fong 
That  deals  with  dying  accent  on  mine  ear. 


Alas ! 
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III. 

Alas!  ’tis  pious  Alpiris  plaintive  lay, 

That  mourns  in  moving  drain  the  mighty  dead  : 
Bent  is  his  head  of  age,  his  locks  are  grey, 

His  tearful  eye  with  plenteous  weeping  red. 

IV. 

Son  of  the  fong,  ah !  wherefore  doft  thou  rove. 

On  this  bleak  hill  thy  forrows  to  deplore ; 

Like  the  hoarfe  blaft  that  murmurs  thro  the  grove, 

r 

Or  waves  that  dafh  upon  the  lonely  fhore  ? 

A  l  p  1  N. 

V. 

For  him,  O  Ryno,  who  in  youthful  bloom 
Lamented  fell,  unceafing  flow  my  tears  : 

But  he,  the  filent  tenant  of  the  tomb, 

My  forrow  fees  not,  nor  my  mourning  hears. 

\ 

VI. 

Upon  the  hill,  O  Ryno,  art  thou  tall. 

And  fair  among  the  children  of  the  vale : 

Yet  fall  thou  {halt,  —  like  Morar  (halt  thou  fall, 
And  o’er  thy  tomb  the  lonely  mourner  wail. 
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VII. 

No.  more,  obedient  to  the  early  call, 

Shalt  thou  afcend  the  lb aggy  mountain’s  brow, 
But  bend  to  earth ;  and  in  the  vacant  hall* 

Shad-  he  i  0  t^ccd,  and  unfixung,  thy  bow. 

VIII. 

Swift  waft  thou,  Moray,  as  the  mountain-roe  ; 

To  thee  the  meteor  s  fiery  blaze  might  yield : 
Thy  wrath  furpafs'd  the  loudeft  ftorms  that  blow ; 
Thy  fword  beam’d  lightning  o’er  the  hoftile  field. 

IX. 

Thy  voice  was  like  a  torrent  fwell’d  with  rain; 

Like  thunder’s  roar,  when  diftant  clouds  engage : 
Unequall’d  numbers  by  thine  arm  were  flain. 

And  felt  the  force  of  thy  refiftlefs  rage. 

X. 

But  when  returning  from  the  fanguine  fight. 

How  peaceful  was  thy  brow  for  ever  feen : 

So  fweetly  fiiines  the  glorious  orb  of  light, 

The  florm  once  paft,  all  chearful  and  lerene. 

Calm 


■  ?¥i 
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XI.  ' 

Calm  as  the  moon  in  filence  of  the  night. 

Appear’d  his  cheek,  in  manly  beauty  dreft ; 
Smooth  as  the  lake  that  dies  upon  the  fight, 

When  not  a  zephyr  wantons  on  its  bread:. 

XII. 

Small  is  the  fpace  thy  mouldering  members  crave, 
Dark,  dark  and  dreary  is  thy  lone  retreat : 

With  three  fmall  fteps  I  meafure  o’er  thy  grave, 

O  thou,  who  lately  feem’dft  for  earth  too  great. 

XIII. 

Four  mofs-grown  {tones  in  order  uncouth  plac’d ; 

The  tufted  grafs  thro’  which  the  weft-wind  fighs  j 
A  lonely  tree  with  fcanty  foliage  grac’d ; 

J  uft  fpeak  the  fpot  where  mighty  Morar  lies. 

XIV. 

Low,  low,  indeed,  0  Morar ,  art  thou  laid 
Yet  thee  no  mother,  nor  no  maiden  weeps: 

l  » 

The  dame  who  bare  thee  refts  among  the  dead  ; 
Down  in  the  duft  great  Mcrglaris  daughter  fleeps. 
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XV. 

—  Who,  who  is  he,  whofe  hep  a  ftaff  fuftains ; 

Whofe  hoary  head  is  iilver’d  o’er  with  years  ; 
Whofe  joints  are  fhook  with  paralytic  pains ; 

Whofe  red-fwol’n  eye  is  fill’d  with  gulhing  tears  ? 

XVI. 

O  Morar ,  ’tis  thy  father,  thine  alone ; 

No  fecond  birth  his  partial  nuptials  crown’d : 

He  heard  thy  fame,  he  heard  of  battles  won, 

An  !  wherefore  heard  not  of  thy  deathful  wound  ? 

XVII. 

Weep,  wretched  father ;  yet  ’tis  fond  to  weep  j 
O’er  the  cold  clay  ’tis  fruitlefs  to  repine. 

Slow  is  the  ear  of  death ;  their  (lumbers  deep  ; 

And  low  their  pillow,  who  on  dull  recline. 

XVIII. 

No  more  thy  voice,  obedient,  lhall  he  hear 
Deaf  is  the  l'on  to  all  the  father’s  cries. 

When  fhall  the  day-fpring  in  the  grave  appear. 

And  bid  the  drowly  (lumberer  arife  ? 

Adieu  5 
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XIX. 

Adieu,  thou  braveft,  beft  of  men,  adieu, 

Whofe  prefence  fill’d  the  battle  with  amaze : 
Thine  arm  no  more  the  wondering  war  lhall  view. 
Nor  dark  wood  brighten  with  thy  falchion’s  blaze. 

XX. 

No  fon  haft  thou  to  pr  opagate  thy  name  j 
Yet  ftiall  the  forig,  to  diftant  ages  dear, 

Ylw  worth  em  Warren  on  the  rolls  of  fame, 

j 

And  lateft  times  lament  thee  with  a  tear. 


FRAG- 
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*  FRAGMENT  XIII. 

1. 

»  V 

C011e£l  the  earth  and  pile  the  ftones  on  high ; 

Fear-comhraic  s  memory  from  oblivion  fave 
Blow  from  your  hills,  ye  winds  that  foftly  figh, 

And  breathe  your  tendered:  plaints  o’er  Muirmris 
Grave. 

o 

Yon  rocky  fteep,  o’erhung  with  waving  wood, 

Shades  the  calm  dwelling  of  the  peaceful  dead ; 
Meantime,  below,  the  ever-reftlefs  flood 

With  folemn  murmur  fluctuates  near  their  bed : 
Why  figh  the  woods,  why  do  the  fad  waves  roar  ? 
Small  caufe  have fighing woods,  orfad  waves  todeplore* 

II. 

But  thou  haft  caufe,  Diorma ,  lovely  Fair, 

Meek  maiden  of  the  breaft  of  lucid  fnow  ! 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  flowing  length  of  hair, 

And  on  the  breezes  fend  thy  warbled  woe. 

*  From  the  Second  Edition. 

Thy 
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Thy  lovers  vanish’d  like  two  beams  of  light. 
Snatch’d  from  the  heath  by  intervening  ftorms  5 
Or  like  two  liars  that  perifh  from  the  fight. 

When  the  fierce  northwind  heaven’s  fair  blue 

♦ 

deforms. 

Low  in  the  dufi:  the  mighty  pair  is  laid. 

While  o’er  their  reliques  dear,  mourns  many  a  lovelorn 
maid.  III. 

Fear-comhraic,  thee  a  band  of  females  weep. 

The  hills  re-echoing  to  their  mournful  ftrains  : 
Muirnin,  for  thee  their  voice  in  tears  they  fteep ; 

Muirnin ,  the  chief  of  Erin's  bloody  plains. 

Mine  eyes  Fear-comhraic  fhall  behold  no  more 
Pacing  with  nimble  fpeed  the  mountain’s  fide ; 
Or  with  amazement  from  the  ftormy  lhore. 

View  dauntlefs  Muirnin  Item  the  fwelling  tide. 
Pour  the  fad  long ;  the  doleful  tale  relate ; 

That  future  eyes  may  read,  and  weep  the  heroes’  fate. 

IV. 

Diorma  from  illuftrious  Connaid  fprung. 

Conn  aid)  the  fovereign  of  a  tnoufand  fhields : 
Diorma  fhone  amidfi:  the  virgin  throng, 

As  reigns  the  lily  faireft  in  the  fields. 

s 
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Fair  rofe  her  bofom  as  a  fleecy  cloud. 

Fair  as  the  white  wave  when  the  ftorm  is  high  5 
Like  wreathed  fmoke  her  copious  trefles  flow’d, 

t* 

Nor  could  the  morning  ftar  eclipfe  her  eye : 
Between  two  clouds  not  comelier  {hews  the  moon, 
Than  from  between  thy  locks  thy  face,  Diorma ,  {hone. 

V. 

A  thoufand  heroes  woo’d  the  maid  in  vain, 

All  offers,  but  Fear-comhraic  s ,  fhe  declin’d  : 

* 

He  lov  d  the  maid  :  —  who  could  from  love  refrain  ? 
Diorma  was  the  flowre  of  womankind. 

What  terror  would  he  fhun  if  {he  were  by, 

His  fliield  in  danger  and  his  ftrength  in  war  ? 
Who  dares,  he  cries,  who  dares  this  arm  defy  ? 

Who  dares  with  me  to  combat  for  the  Fair  ? 
The  beauteous  prize  who  {hall  refufe  to  yield. 
Hard  muft  his  helm  be  prov’d,  and  ftrong  his  iron 
fliield. 

VI. 

I  claim  Diorma ,  mighty  Muirnin  faid, 

Muirnin  with  thee  will  for  the  Fair  contend  j 

My  fpear  is  ftrong,  and  keen  my  trufty  blade. 

And  oft  mine  arm  hath  made  the  valiant  bend.-— 

Then 
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Then  rife,  great  Cormacs  fon,  and  leave  behind 
Thy  native  fhore  ;  leave  Erins  blufhing  plain : 
Unfurl  the  threading  canvafs  to  the  wind, 

And  guide  thy  veflel  o’er  the  yielding  main. 

He  comes;  —  like  mid:  the  whitening  fails  appear, 
The  bloody  moon,  his  fhield,  and  tall  his  afhen  fpeaf. 

VII. 

Aoden  came  :  dark  was  his  louring  brow : 

Arife,  he  cry’d,  D  iormds  Love,  arife 
Fight,  fight,  or  yield  Diorma  to  the  foe  :  — 

He  rofe,  like  clouds  amidft  autumnal  Ikies : 
Muirnin ,  thy  limbs  are  large,  thy  ftature  high. 
Thine  arm  is  finewy,  and  thy  cheeks  are  fair: 
But  paufe  awhile.  —  Send  round  the  fhell  of  joy, 
The  deer  fwift-footed  flay,  the  feaft  prepare  : 
Three  days  in  glad  feflivity  we  fpend. 

And  on  the  fourth,  for  Her,  the  lovely  prize,  contend.— 

VIII. 


Perfuade  me  not  to  fheath  the  fhining  blade ; 

Hither  to  fight  Comhfeadari s  fon  I  came : 

Yield,  fon  of  battle,  yield  the  lovely  maid. 

And  o’er  the  heights  of  Erin  raife  my  fame. 

Z  2  Mnirnin 
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Muirnin ,  can  I  refign  fo  great  a  prize  ? 

No :  let  our  prowefs  for  the  Fair  be  try’d. 

If  by  thine  arm  Fear-comhraic  haply  dies. 

Place  in  the  tomb  my  bright  fword  by  my  fide. 

Here  fight  we,  Muirnin,  by  the  noify  brook ; 

Lift,  lift  thy  trufiy  fieel,  and  meditate  the  ftroke. 

IX. 

Fierce  was  the  onfet  of  the  fatal  fray, 

From  mail  to  mail  Death,  dreadful,  feems  to  bound: 

Their  fvvords  delcend,  their  brazen  helmets  bray, 
And  fparkling  fhivers  fly,  and  flfields  refound : 

From  rock  to  rock  as  fome  huge  fragment  flies, 

So  blows  to  blows  with  mutual  force  fucceed ; 

Their  no  finis  pant,  fire  flaflies  from  their  eyes, 
Defperatc  they  leap,  they  thrufi,  they  wound, 
they  bleed. 

Slow  and  more  flow  now  Muirnin  s  blade  defcends  j 
He  finks,  his  armour  rings,  and  low  to  earth  he  bends. 

X. 

Docs  Muirnin  fall,  the  fearlefs  and  the  brave. 
Whom  for  theirChief  a  thoufand  warriours  boaft? 

•Stretch  wide  the  fail,  afcer.d  the  briny  wave. 

And  waft  the  1  ero  to  his  native  coafb 
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On  Erin's  heights  the  virgin  figh  is  deep  j 

For  thee  I  mourn ;  for  thee  laments  a  foe : 

\  1 

Rife,  rife  ye  winds,  and  down  the  hilly  deep 
O’er  Muirniris  grave  in  plaintive  murmurs  blow. 
And  thou,  Dicrma>  for  the  youth  deplore, 

Seem  like  the  fun  in  rain,  and  weep  along  the  Ihore. 

XI. 

Aodan  faw  the  fon  of  Cormac  dead ; 

Then  to  revenge  his  fall  his  bow  he  bent ; 

The  bow-firing  twang’d,  the  grey- wing’d  arrow  fped, 
And  in  Fear-comhraic s  heart  its  force  was  fpent. 
Where,  gloomy  youth,  where  was  the  fword  of  war,. 

Smiling  in  pain  the  bleeding  warriour  cries  j 
Where  was  the  valour  of  thy  conquering  inear. 
When  by  the  treacherous  fhaft  Fear-comhraic  dies; 
Raife  thou  our  tombs  beneath  yon  rocky  deep. 
There  will  I  with  the  Chief  of  Innisfhallin  deep. _ 

XII. 

Ah  !  who  is  die,  her  breads  like  wreaths  of  fnow, 
vVho  like  a  fun-beam  in  a  dorm  appears  ? 

'Tis  Connaid's  daughter,  beautiful  in  woe; 

Loole  dow  her  locks ;  her  Dlue  eves  roll  rn  tears  ; 


Along 
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Along  the  heath  her  liberal  garments  fail. 

Daughter  of  grief,  Dlorma ,  penfive  maid  ! 

Thy  lover  lies,  his  youthful  cheek  all  pale ; 

The  fteely  provvefs  from  his  arm  is  fled.  — 

He  fell,  he  vanifh’d  as  a  ftream  of  light; 

Nor  foothes  thy  voice  his  ear,  nor  charms  thy  fmile 
his  fight. 


T  II  E  E  N  D. 


